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BY WILKIE COLLINS 


THE PRELUDE. 


THE GUEST WRITES AND TELLS THE STORY OF THE 
DINNER PARTY. 


Many years have passed since my wife and I left 
the United States to pay our first visit to England. 

We were provided with letters of introduction, as 
a matter of course. Among them, 
there was a letter which had been 
written for us by my wife’s brother. 
It presented us to an English gen- 
tleman who held a high rank on 
the list of his old and valued 
friends. 

“You will become acquainted 
with Mr. George Germaine,” m 
brother-in-law said, when we too 
leave of him, ‘at a very interesting 
pasos of his life. My last news of 
him tells me that he is just mar- 
ried. I know nothing of the lady, 
or the circumstances under which 
my friend first met with her. But 
of this I am certain, married or 
single, George Germaine will give 
you ani your wife a hearty wel- 
come to England for my sake.”’ 

The day after our arrival in Lon- 
don, we left our letters of introduc- 
tion at the house of Mr. Germaine. 

‘The next morning we went to see 
a favorite object of American in- 
terest, in the metropolis of England 
—the Tower of London. The citi- 
zens of the United States find this 
relic of the gocd old times of great 
use in raising their national esti- 
mate of the value of Republican In- 
stitutions. On getting back to the 
hotel, the cards of Mr. and Mrs. 
Germaine told us that they had al- 
veady returned our visit. Thesame 
evening we received an invitation 
to dine with the néwly married 
couple. _ It was enclosed in a little 
note from Mrs, Germaine to my 
wife, warning us that we were not 
to expect to meet a large party. 
‘It is the first dinner we give, on 
our return from our wedding tour” 
the lady wrote): “and you will be 
iutroduced to a few of my hus- 
band’s old friends.” 

In America, and (as I hear) on the 
continent of Europe also, when 
your host invites you to dine at a 
given hour, you pay him the com- 
liment of arriving punctually at 

is house, In England alone, the 
incomprehensible and discourteous 
«austom prevails of keeping the host 
and dinner wailing for half an hour 
or more—without dny assignable 
reason, and without any better ex- 
cuse than the purely formal anolo- 
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lain (and so pleasant) to see here at least wasa 

appy marriage! Here were two people who had all 
their dearest hopes, wishes, and sympathies in com- 
mon—who looked, iti may risk the expression, born 
to be man and wife. By the time when the fashion- 
able delay of the half nour had expired, we were 
talking together as familiarly and as confidentially 
as if we had been all four of us old friends. 

Eight o’clock struck, and the first of the English 
guests appeared. 

Having forgotten this gentleman's name, I must beg 
leave to distinguish him by means of a letter of the 
| alphabet. Let me call him Mr. A. When he entered 


Mr. B. Once more, I noticed that our host and 
hostess started when they saw him enter the room 
alone. And, rather to my surprise, I heard Mr. Ger- 
ae put his curious question again to the new 
guest: 

“Where is your wife?” 

The answer—with slight variations—was Mr. A.'s 
neat little apology, repeated by Mr. B.: 

“Tam very ee Mrs. B. has got a bad head- 
ache. She is subject to bad headaches. She 
begged me to make her excuses.” 

. and Mrs. Germaine glanced at one another. 
The husband's face plainly expressed the suspicion 
which this second apology had 
roused in his mind. e wife was 
steady and calm. An interval 
passed—a silent interval, Mr. A. 
and Mr. B. retired guiltily into a 
corner, My wife and I looked at 
the pictures. 

Mrs. Germaine was the first to 
relieve us from our own intoler- 
able silence. Two more guests, it 
appeared, were still wanted to 
complete the party 

“Shall we have dinner at once, 
George?” she said to her husband. 
Or shall we wait for Mr, and Mrs. 


“We will wait five minutes,” he 
answered, shortly—with his eye on 
Mr, A. and Mr. B., guiltily secluded 
in their corner. 

The drawing-room door opened, 
We all knew that a third married 
lady was expected; we all looked 
toward the door in unutterable an- 
ticipation. Our unexpressed hopes 
rested silently on the possible ap- 
pearance of Mrs. C. ould that 
admirable, but unknown, woman at 
once charm and relieve us by her 

resence? I shudder as I write it. 

r. C. walked into the room—and 
walked in, alone. 

Mr. Germaine suddenly varied his 
formal inquiry, in receiving his new 
guest. 

“Ts your wife ill?” he asked. 

Mr. ©. was an elderly man; Mr. C. 
had lived (judging by appear- 
ances)in the days when the oid- 
fashioned rules of politeness were 
still in force. He discovered his 
two married brethern in their cor- 
ner, unaccompanied by their wives; 
and he delivered his apology for his 
wife with the air of a man who felt 
unaffectedly ashamed of it. 

“Mrs. C. isso soriy. She has got 
such a bad cold. She does so re- 
gret not being able te accompany 
me.” 

At this third apology, Mr. Ger- 
maine’s indignation forced its way 
outward into expression in words. 

“Two bad colds and one bad 


that is implied in the words, 


®eorry to be late.” 


Arriving at the appointe timeat 


the house of Mr. aod ©. Ger- 
maine, we had every reason to con- 
gratulate ourselves on che ignorant 
unetuality which had brought.us 
nto the drawing-room half an hour in advance of 
the other guests, 


cr, a cimple grace in cll her movements, a low, ! 
in her voice, which we Americans | 
And then, it was so ; 


« Us meloxty 


falt to be simply irresistible. 


I CRIED our: “I LOVE YOU, MARY! I WILL NEVER MARRY ANYONE BUT You.” 


the room alone, our host and hostess both started, 
and both looked surprised... Apparently they ex- 
pected him to be accompanied by some other per- 
pop, ” ide Germaine put a curious question to his 
lend. 
“ Where is your wife?” he asked, 
tle apology, expressed in these words: 
| begs me to make her excuses.” 
He had just time to deliver his message. before 
another unaccom ed gentleman appeared. Re- 


“Dhe has got a bad cold. She is very sorry. She | 


Verting to the letters of the alphabet, Jet me call him | 


headache,’ he said, with ironical 
politeness. ‘‘I don’t know how 
your wives agree, gentlemen, when 
ae are well. But when they are 
ill their unanimity is wonderful!" 

The dinner was announced es 
that sharp saying passed lis Bb 

I had the honor of taking Mrs. 
Germaine to the dining-room. Tir 
sense of the implied insult offer-d 
to her by the wives of ber hus- 
band's friends only showed itscif in a tremblirg, a 
very. slight trembling, of the band that rested op 
my arm, My interest in her inereased tenfold. 
Only a woman who had been accustomed to suffer, 


| who had been broken and discipiined to self-restraint, 
| could have endured the mcr 
Mr. A. answered for the absent lady by a neat lit- | 


martyrdom inflicted 
on her as ¢h’* woman endured it, from the beginning 
of the evening to the end. 

Am I using the language of exaggeration, when I 


| write of my hostess in these terms? Look at the 


circumstances as they struck two strangers like my 
wife and myself. 
Here was the first dinner party which Mr. and Mns 


2 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


Germaine had given since their marriage: Three of 
Mr. Germaine’s friends, all married men, had been in- 
vited with their wives to meet Mr. Germaine’s wite, 
and had (evidently) accepted the invitation without 
reserve, What discoveries had taken place between 
the giving of the invitation and the giving ofthe din- 
nerit was impossible to say. ‘Lhe one taing plainly 
discernible was, that in the interyal the three wives 
had agreedin the resolution to leave their husbands 
to represent them at Mrs. Germaine’s table; and, 
more amazing still, the husbands had so far approved 
of the grossly discourteous conduct of the wives as 
to consent to make the most insultingly triyial ex- 
euses for their absence. Could any crueler slur than 
tuis have been cast on a woman atthe outset of her 
married life, before the face of her husband, and in the 
2 2 0f twostrangerstrom another country? Is 
{ om” too big a word to use in describing 
Whai acensitiye person must have suffered, subjected | 
to e122 trsstment a3 this? Well, I think not! 

We took our places at the dinner table. Don’t ask 
me to describe that most miserable of mortal meet- 
ings, that wpariest and dreariest of human féstivals ! 
Tt is quite bad enough to remember that evening—it | 
is indeed! | 

My wite and I did our bes’ to keep the conversation 
moving as easily and a3 harmlessly ag might be. I | 
may say that we really worked hard. Nevertheless, 
our success was not yery encouraging. Try as we 
tmaight to overlook them, tiers were the three empty 
places of the three absent women, speaking in taeir 
own dismal language for themselves. ‘ry as we | 
might toresishit. wsall feit the one sad conclusion 
which these empt7 places persisted in forcing on our | 
minds, It was surely too plain that some terrible re- 
port, affecting the character of the unhappy woman at | 
tae head of the table. had unexpectedly come to light, 
and had at one blow destroyed her position in the es- 
timation of her husband's friends. In the face of the | 
excuses in tho drawing-room, inthe face of the empty 
places at the dinner table, what could the friendliest 
guests do, to any good purpose, tochelp the husband 
and wife in their sore andsudden need? They could 
say good-night at the earliest possible opportunity, 
and mercifully leave the married pairto themselves. 

Let it at least be recorded to the credit ot the three 
getitlemen, designated in these pages as A, Band ©, 
that they were sufficiently ashamed of themselves 
and their wives to be the first members of the dinner 
party who left the house. In afew minutes more we 
rose to follow their example. Mrs. Germaine earnest- 
\y requested that we would delay our departure. 

“ Wait a few minutes,” she whispered, with a glance 
at herhusband. ‘I have something to say to you be- 
Yore you go.” 

She left us, and, taking Mr. Germaine by the arm, 
Jed him away to the opposita side of the room. The 
two held a little colloquy together in low voices. 
The husband closed the consultation by litting the. 
wife's hand to his lips. 

“Do aga you please, my love,’ he ssidtoher. “I 
leave it entirely to you.” a 

He sat down sorrowfully, lostin his thoughts. Mrs. 
Germaine unlocked a cabinet at the farther end of the 
room, ant returned to us, alone, carrying a small 
portfolio in her hand. 

“No words of mine can tell you how gratefully I 
feel your kindnoss,” she said, with perfect simplicity, | 
and with perieet dignity at the same time. “ Under 
very trying circumstances, you have treated me with 
the tenderness and the sympathy which you might 
have shown to.an old friend. Tho one return I can 
make for all that I owo to you is to admit you tomy 
fullest confidence, and to leaye yon to judge for your- 
selyes whetherI deserve the treatment which I have 
received to-night.” 

Her eyes filled with tears. She paused to control 
herself. We both begged her to say nomore. Her 
husband, joining us, added his entreaties toours. Sha 
thankod us, but she persisted. Like most sensitively 
organized persons, she could be resolute when she be- 
lieved that the occasion called tor it. : 

“Thaves tew words more to say,”’ she resumed, ad- 
dressing my wife. ‘ You are the only married woman 
who has come to our littledinner party. Themarked 
absence of the other wives explains itself. It is not 
for me to say whether they are right or wrong in re- 
fusing to sitat our table. My dear husband—who 
knows my whole life as well as I know it myself{—ex- 
prossed the wish that we should invite these ladies. 
Ho wrongly supposed that his estimate of me would be 
the estimate accepted by his friends ; and neither he 
nor I anticipated that the misfortunes of my past life 
would be revealed by some person acquainted with | 
them, whose treachery we have yet to d scover, The 
least I can do, by way of acknowledging your kind- 
ness, is to place youin the samo position toward me 
which the other ladies now occupy. The circum. 


stances under which I have become the wife of Mr. |- 


Germaine are, in some respects, very remarkable. 
They are related, without suppression or reserve, ina 
little narrative which my husband wrote, at the time 
of our marriage, for the satisfaction of one of his ab- 
sent relatives, whos6 good opinion he was unwilling 
to forfeit. The manuscript is in this portfolio. After 
what has happoened,f ask you both to read it, asa 
personal favor tome. It is for you to decide, when 
you know all, whether I am a fit person for an honest 
woman to associate with or not.” 

Sho held out her hand, with s sweet, sad smile, and 
bade us goud-night. My wife,in her impulsive way, 
forgot tho formalities proper to the occasion, and 
kissed her at parting. At that one little act of sister- 
ly sympathy, the fortitude which the poor creaturo 
had preserved all through the evening gaye way in an 
instant. She burst into tears. 

I felt as fond of her and as sorry for her as my wife. 
But (unfortunately) Icould not take my wife's privi. 


the creek inland to its end, 


lege of kissing Her. On our way down stairs, I found 
the opportunity of saying a cheering word to her hus- 
band as he accompanied us to the door. 

‘*Before Lopen this,’’ I remarked; pointing to the 
portiolio under my arm, “my mind is made up, sir, 
about one thing. If] wash’t married alréady, I tell 
you this—I should enyy you your wife.” 

He pointed to the portfolio in his turn. 

“Read what I have written ihere,”’ he said; “and 
you will understand what those false friends of mine 
have made me suffer to-night.” 

The next morning, my wife and I opened the port- 
folio, and yead the strange story of George Germaine’s 
marriage. ; 


— 2:0: So — 


THE” NARRATIVES 


GEORGE GERMAINE WRITES AND TELLS 
HIS OWN LOVE STORY. 


‘ 


CHAPTER I. 
GREENWATER BROAD. 


Loox back, my memory, through the dim labyrinth 
of the past, through the mingling joys and sorrows of 
twenty years. Rise again, my boyhood’s days, by the 
winding green shores of the little lake. Cothe to me 
once more, my child-love, in the innocent beauty ot 
your first tem years of life.. Let us live again; my an- 
‘gel, as welivedin our first Paradise, before sin and 
sorrow lifted their flaming swords,and drove us out 
into the world. 


The month was March. The last wild fowl of the 
season were floating on the waters of the lake which, 
in our Suffolk tongue, we called Greenwater Broad, 

Wind where it might, the grassy banks and the over- 
hanging trees tinged the lake with the soft green re- 
flections from which it took its name. 
the south end, the boats were kept—my own pretty 
sailing boat having a tiny natural harbor all to itself. 
In a creek at the north end stood the great trap 
(called a “Decoy ’’), used for snaring the wild fowl 
which flocked every winter, by thousands and thou- 
sands, to Greenwater Broad. 

My little Mary and I went out together, hand in 
hand, to sec the last birds of the season lured into the 
Decoy. ‘ i ; 

The outer part of the strange bird trap rose from 
the waters of the lake ina series of circular arches, 
formed of elastic branches bent to the needed shape, 
and covered with folds of fine network, making the 
woof. Little by little diminishing in size, the arches. 
and their net-work followed the secret windings of 
u Built back round the 
arches, on thei? landward side, ran a wooden paling, 
high enougli to hidea man kneeling behind it from 
the view ofthe bimlsonthe lake. At certain tp 
a hole was broken in the paling just large enough 
allow of the passage through it of a dog of the terrier 


or the'spaniel breed. . And thero,bezan and ended the | 


simple yet sufficient mechanism of the Decoy. * 

In those days, I was thirteen, and Mary was ten 
years old. Walking on our way to the lake, we had 
Mary’s father with us for guide and companion. The 
good man served as bailiff on my father’s estate. He 
was, besides, askilled master in the art of secre 
ducks. The deg that. helped him (we used no tame. 
ducks as decoys in Suffolk) was a little black terrier, a 
skilled master also in his way; a creature who pos- 
sessed, in equal proportions, the enviable advantages 
of perfect good. humor and perfect common-sense. 

The dog followed the bailitf, and we followed the 
dog. « P 
Arrived at the paling which surrounded the Decoy, 
the dog sat down to wait until he was wanted. The 


‘bailiff and the children crouched behind the paling, 


and peeped through the outermost dog-hole, which 
commanded a full view of the lake. It was a day with- 
out wind; not a ripple stirred the surface of the 
water; the soft gray clouds filled all the sky, and hid 
the sun from view. 

We peeped through the hole in the paling. There 
were the wild-ducks—collected within y reach of 
the Decoy—placidly dressing their feathers on the 
placid surface of the lake. 

The bailiff lcoked-at the dog, and made asign. The 
dog looked at the bailiff; and, stepping forward quiet- 
ly, passed through the hole, so as to show himself on 
the narrow strip of ground shelving down from the 
outer side of the paling to the lake. 

First one duck, then another, then half a dozen to- 

gether, discoveréd tho dog. 
_ Anew object showing itself on the solitary scene in- 
stantly became an object of all-devouring curiosity to 
the ducks, The outermost of them began toswim 
slowly ‘toward the strange tour-footed creature, plant- 
ed motionless on the bank. By twos and threes, the 
main body of the water-fowl gradually followed the 
advanced guard. Swimming nearer and nearer to 
the dog, the wary ducks suddenly came to 4 halt, and, 
poised on the water, viewed from asafe distance the 
phenomenon on the land. 

The bailiff, kneeling behind the paling, whispered, 
“Trim |’ 

Hearing his name, the terrier turned about, and re- 
tiring through the hole, became lost to the view of 
the ducks. Motionless on the water, the wild-fowl 
wondered and waited. In a minute more, the dog had 
trotted round, and had shown himeelf through the 
next hole in the paling, pierced farther inward where 


In a creek at | 


the lake ran up into the outermost of the windings of 
the creek. 

. The second appearance of the terrier instantly pro- 
duced a second tit of curiosity among theducks. With 
one accord, they swam forward agaln, to get another 
and a nearer view of the dog ; then, judging their sate 
distance once more, they stopped for the second time, 
under the outermost arch or the Decoy. Again the 
dog vanished, and the puzzled ducks waited. Aninter- 
val passed, and the third appearance of Trim took place, 
through a third hole in the paling, pierced farther in- 
land up the creek. For the third time irresistible curi- 
osity urged the-ducks to adyance tarther and tarther 
inward, under the fatalarches ofthe Decoy. A fourth 
and a fifth time the game went on, until the dog had 
lured the water-fowl from point to point, into the in- 
ner recesses ofthe Decoy. Therealast appearance of 
Trim took place. A last advance, a last cantious pause 
was made by theducks. The bailifftouched thestrings 
the weighted net-work fell vertically into -the water, 
and closed the Decoy. There, by dozens and dozens, 
were the ducks, caught by means of their own curi- 
osity—with nothing but alittle dog for a bait! In a 
few hours afterward they were all dead ducks on their 
way to the London market. 

As the last act in the curious comedy of the Decoy 
came to its end, little Mary laid her hand on my shoul- 
der, and raising herselr on tiptoe, whispered in my 
ear: : 

“‘ George, come home with me. I have got some- 
| thing tosnow you that is better worth seeing than the 
ducks.’ 

“ What is if?” 

“Tt’s wsurprise. Iwon’t tell you,’” 

“ Will you give me a kiss ?”’ 

The charming little creature put her slim sun-burne1 
arms round my neck, and answered ; 

“As many kisses ag you like, George.” : 

It was innocently said, omherside, It was innocently 
done, on mine. The good easy bailiff, looking aside ut 
the moment from his ducks, discovered us pursuing 
our boy-and-girl courtshipin each other’s arms. He 
shook his big forefinger at us, with something of asad 
and doubting smile. . 

“Ah, Master George, Master George ?’’ he said. 
“When your father comes home, do you think he will 
approve of his son and heir kissing his bailiff's daugh- 
ter: i 

“When my father comes home,” I answered, with 
great dignity, ‘I shall tell him the truth. I shall say 
Tam going to marry your daughter.” 

The bailiff burst out laughing, and looked back again 
| at his ducks. 

“Well, well!” we heard him say to himself. ‘“‘They’re 
only children,, There’s no call, poor things, tu pert 
them yet awhie |” ‘ 

Mary and I had a great dislike to be called children. 
Properly understood, one of us was a lady.aged tox, 

d the other was a gentleman aged thirteen. We le + 

| the good bailiff indignantly, and went away together, 
hand in hand, to the cottage. 


CHAPTER Ii. 


TWO YOUNG HEARTS. 


“He is growing too fast,” said the doctor to my 


mother ; ‘tand he is gerting great deal too clever for 
a boy at his age. Remove him from school, ma’am, for 
six months‘ let him run about in the open air at 
home; and,if you find him with a bookin his hand, 
take it away directly. There is my Monge ita 

Those words decided my fate in lite. 

Th obedience to the doctor’s advice, I was left an idle 
boy—-without brothers, sisters, or companions of my 
own age—to roam about the grounds of our lonely 
country-house. The bailiffs eae like me, was an 
only child ; and, like me, she had no playtellows. We 
| metin our wanderings on the solitary shores of the lake. 
Beginning by being inseparable companions, we ripen- 
ed and deyelopedinto true lovers. Our preliminary 
courtsnip concluded, we next proposed (before Ireturn- 
ed to school) to burst into complete maturity by be- 
coming man and wife. 

Lam not writing injest. Absurd as it may appear 
to “sensible people,” we, two children were lovers, if 

were lovers yet. ' 
OE ae pleasures apa from the one all-sufficient 
pleasure which we found im each other’s society. 
objected to the night because it parted us. Wo 
entreated our parents, on either side, to let us sleep in 
thesameroom, Iwas angry with my mother, and 
Mary waa disappointed in her father, when they laugh- 
ed at us, and wondered what we should want next. 
Looking onward, from those days to the days of my 
manhood Ican vividly recall such hours of happiness 28 
haye fallen to my share. But Il remember-no delights 
as that later time comparable to the exquisit and ev? 
during pleasure that filled my young being when I 
Vike with Mary in the woods ; when I sailed with 
Mary in my boat on the lake; when I met Mary, after 
the cruel separation of the night, and flew mto her 
open arms asif we had been parted for months and 
months together. / ote 

What was the attraction that drew us ‘so closely 
one to the other, at an age when a ‘sexual symi- 

athies lay dormant in her and 1n me 
® We manele knew nor sought to know.  elaaonisbai 
the impulse to love one another, as a bird obeys the 
impulse to fly. 

Tet it oF be supposed that we pommnesed ot al 
ural gifts of advantages which singled us Tat 48 differ- 
ing in a marked way from other ee a nae time 
of life. We possessed nothing of the Bort. é been 
called a clover boy at school; but there were thousands 
of other scholars, we headed 


their classes and won 


ther prizes,like me. Personally speaking, I was in 
lu way remarkable—except for beingin tho ordinary 
parase, “‘ tall for my age.’ Un ler side, Mary display- 


vt uo striking attractions. She was a tragile child, with | 


Pe i grsy eyes and a palo complexion; singularly un- 
is 
she \,<3 alone withime. Such beauty us she had,in 
carly days, lay in acertain artless purity and 
tou . cess of expression, andin the charming redish- 
bry. color or her huir, varying quaintly and prettily 
in cifrent lights.. Lo all outward appearance two 
yRriectly commonplace children, we were mysteriously 
united by some kindred association of the spirit in her 
aud tiospivit in the, which not only defied descovery 
by our young selves, but which lay too deep for inves- 
tigation by far older and far wiser heads than ours. 

You will naturally wonder whether any thing was 
done by our elders to check our precocious attachment 
while it was still an innocent love-union between a 
boy and girl. 

Nothing was done by my father—tor the simple rea- 
Son that he was away from home. 

Iie wasa man of restless and speculative turn of 
mind, Inheriting his estate burdened with debt, his 
grand ambition was to increase his small available in- 
come by his own exertions; toset up an establishment 
in London ; and to climb to political distinction by the 
dadder of Parliament. An old friend, who had emigra- 
ted to America, had proposed to hima speculation in 
agriculture, in one of the Western States, which was to 
make both theirfortunes. My father’s eccentric fancy 
was struck by the idea. Forinore thana year past he 


hatbeen away from us in the United States; and all we | 


knew of him (instructed by his letters) was, that he 
might be shortly expected to return to us, inthe en- 
viable character of one of the richest men in England. 

Asfor my poor mother—the sweetest and softest. 
hearted of women—to see me happy was all that she 
desired. 

The quaint little love romance of the two! children 
amused aud interosted her. She jested with Mary’s 
father abous tho coming union between the two fam- 
ilies, withont one serious thought of the future—with- 
out even a foreboding of what might happen when my 
father returned. “Sufficient for the day is tho evil (or 
the good) thereof,” had been my mother’s motto all 
her life. 
baliff, alrealy recorded in these p 
children. ‘here’s no call, poor 
yet awhile }”’ 

Tere was one member of the family, however, who 
took a sensible and serious view of the matter. 

My father’s brother paid us a visit in our solitude ; 
discovered what was going’on between Mary and me; 
and was, at first, naturally enough, inclined to laugh 
at us. Closer investigation altere 
He became convinced that my mother was acting likea 
fool; tat the baliff (a Pe tap servant, if ever there 
was one yet) was cunningly advancing his own inter- 


ests by means ofhis daughter; and that I was a young | 
idiot, wao had developed his native reserves of imbe- | 


cility at an unusually early period oi life. Speaking to 
my mother under the influence of these strong impres- 
sions, my uncle offered to take me back with him to 
London, andkeep re there until I had been brought to 
my senses by association with his own children, and by 
careful superintendence under his own roof. 

My mother hesitated about accepting his proposal ; 
she had the plrenteae overmy uncle of understanding 
my disposition. ile she was still doubting, while 
my uncle was still impatiently waiting for her decision, 
T settled the question for my elders by running away. 

Ile: aletter torepresent me inmy absence; de- 
claring that no morsal power should part me from 
Mary, and promising to return and askmy mother’s 
pardon as soon as my uncle hadleft thehonse. The 
strictest search was made for me without descovering 
atrase of my placo of refuge. My uncle departed for 
London, predicting that Ishould live to be a disgrace to 
the family, and announcing that he should transmit 
Bis a: ta'on of me to my fatherin America by the next 
mail. 

Theseoret of the hiding-place in which I contrived 
tode-y discovery issoon told. I was hidden (without 
the bailiffs knowledge) in the bed-room of the bailiff’s 
mother. And did the bailiff's mother knowit? you 
will ask. To which Ianswer: the bailiff's mother did 
it. And, what is more, gloried in doing it—not, ob- 
Serva, as an act of hostility to my relatives, but simply 
a3 a duty that lay on her conscience. 

What sort of old woman, in the name of all that is 
wonderful, was this? Let her appear, and speak for 
hersélf—tho wild and weird grandmother of gentle lit- 
tle Mary ; the Sibyl of modern times, known, far and 
wide, in our part of Suffolk, as Dame Dermody. 

Iseo her again, as I write, sitting in her son’s pretty 
eottage parlor, hard by the window, so that the light 
fell over her shoulder while she knitted or read. A 
little lean, wiry old woman was Dame Dermody—with 
fierce black eyes, surmounted by bushy white eye- 
brows, by a high wrinkled forehead, and by thick white 
hair gathered neatly under her old-fashioned “ mob- 
cap.” Report whispered (and whispered truly) that 
she had been a lady by birth and breeding, and that 
sie had deliberately closed her prospects in life by 
macrying aman greatly her inferior in social rank. 
Whatever her family might think of her marriage, she 

“parsolf never regretted it. Inher estimation her hus- 
band's memory was asacred memory ; his spirit was 
a guordian spirit, watching over her, waking or sloep- 
in;z, morning or night. 

Holding this faith she was in no respect influagced 
by those grossly material ideas of modern growth 
which. associate the presence of spiritual beings with 
4lumey conjuring tricks and monkey antics performed 
ou tables and chairs. Dame Dermody's nobler super- 
Stition formed an. integral part of her religious convic- 
fions—conyictions which had long since found their 
chosen resting-place in the mystic doctrines of Emanuel 


»wative, singularly shy and silent, except when’ 


his way of thinking. | 
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| Swedenborg. The only books which she read were the | 


works of tue Sweedish Seer. She mixed up Sweden- 
borg’s teachings on angels and departed spirits, on love 
to one’s neighbor and purity of lie, with wild fancies 


the bailiff’s household, but also on proselytizing expe- 
ditions to the households of her humble neighbors, tar 
and near. 

Under her son’s roof—after the death of his wife—she 
reigned a supreme power ; priding herself alike on her 
close attention to her domestic duties, and on her priy- 


would hold long colloguys with the spirit of her dead 
husband before anybody who happened tv be present— 
colloguys which struck the simple spectators mute 
with terror. *To her mystic view, the luye union be- 


las of prayer and praise, which we were to use when we 


warned her son tolook upon usas two young conse- 
crated creatures, walking unconsciously on a heavenly 
| path oftheir own, whose beginning was on earth, but 
| whose bri 
state of being. Imagine my appearing before such a 
woman as this, and telling her with tears of despair 
that I was determined to die, rather than let my uncle 
part me from little Mary,.and you will no longer be as- 
tonished at the hospitality which threw open to me 
the sanctuary of Dame Dermody’s own room. 

When the safe time came for leaving my hiding-place 
Icommitted a serious mistake, Inmthanking the old 
woman at parting, [said io her (with a boy’s sense of 
j honor), ““Iwon’t tell upon you, Dame. My mother 
shan’t know that you hid mein your bed-room.” 
| ‘The Sibyl laid her dry, fleshless hand on my shoulder, 
| and forced me roughly baek into the chair from which 
Thad just risen. 

* Boy!” she said, looking through and through me 


ever did any thing that I was ashamedor? Do you 
think lam ashamed of what Ihave done now ? Wait 
there. Your mother may mistake me too. I shall 


dD | write to your mother,” 
She agreed with the easy philosophy of the | 
aan “ They're only | 
things, to part them 


She put on her great round spectacles with tortoise- 
shell rims, and sat down to her letter. Whenever her 
thoughts flagged, whenever she was at a loss for an ex- 
pression, she looked over her shoulder, as if some vis- 
ible creature was stationed behind her, watching what 
she wrote ; consulted the spirit of her husband, exactly 
as she might have consulted aliving man ; smiled soft- 
ly to herself, and went on with her writing. 

“There !’’ she said, handing me the completed letter 
with an imperial gesture of indulgence. “ His mind 
and my mind are written there. Co, boy, I pardon you. 
| Give my letter to your mother.” 

So she always spoke, with the same formal and meas- 
ured dignity of manner and language. 

I gave the letter to my mother. We read it, and mar- 
veled over it together. Thus counseled by the ever 


““Mapam.—I have taken, what you may be inclined 

‘to think, a great liberty. I have assisted your son 

George in setting his uncle’s authority at defiance. I 
have encouraged your son George in his resolution to 
be true, in time and eternity, to my grandchild, Mary 
Dermody. 

+ Tt is due to you and tome that I should tell you 

with what motive I have acted in doing these things. 

“Thold the belief that alllove thatis true is fore- 

ordained and consecrated in heayen. Spirits destined 
to be united in the better world are divinely commis- 
| sionéed to descover each other, and to begin their union 
| inthis world. Theonly happy marriages are thosein 
| which the two destined spirits have succeeded in meet- 
ing one another in this sphere of life. 

“When the kindred spirits have once met, no human 
power can really part them. Sooner or later, they 
must; by divine law, find each other again, and become 
united spirits once more. Worldly wisdom may force 
them into widely different ways of life; worldly wis- 
dom may delude them, or may make them delude them- 
selves, into contracting an earthly and a fallible union. 
It matters nothing. The time will certainly come 
when that union will manifestitself as earthly and fall- 
ible ; and the two disunited spirits, finding each other 
again, will become united here forthe world beyond 
this—uttited, I tell you, in defiance of all human laws 
and of human notions ofright and wrong. 

“This is my belief. Ihaye proved it by my own 
life. Maid, wife, and widow, I have held to it, andI 
have found it good. 

“T was born, madam, in the rank of society to which 
you belong. Ireceived the mean, material teaching 
which fulfills the worldly notion of education. Thanks 
be to God, my kindred spirit met my spirit while I was 
still heb Iknew true love and true union before I 
was twenty years of age. I married, madam, in the 
rank from which Christ chose his apostles—I married 
a laboring-man. No human language can tell my hap- 
piness while we lived united here. His death has not 
parted us. He helps meto write this letter. In my 
last hours I shail see him standing arcong the angels, 
waiting for me on the banks of the shining river. 

“You wiil now understand the view I take of the tie 
| which unites the young spirits of our ehildren at the 
bright outset of their lives. 


er has proposed to you todo isa sacrilege and a pro- 
fanation. I owntoyou freely that Ilook on whatI 
| haye done toward th warting your relative in this mat- 
| ter as an acf of virtue. You cannot expect me to think 
ita serious obstacle to a union predestined in heaven, 
that your son is the Squire’s heir, and that my grand- 
cnild is only the baliff's daughter. Dismiss from your 
mind, I implore you, the unworthy and unchristian 


and kindred beliefs of her own; and preached the | 
yisionary religious doctrines thus derived, not only in | 


ileged communications with angels and spirits. She | 


met and when we parted, day by day. She solemnly | 


ght end wasamong the angels ina betcer | 


with her fierce black eyes. “Do you dare suppose that I | 


present spirit of her husband, Dame Dermody wrote ; | 


“Believe me, the thing which your husband's broth- | 


prejudices of rank, Are we not all equal before God ? 
| Are we not all equal (even in this world) before disez_< 
and death? Not your son’s happiness only, but you: 
own peace of mind is concerned, in taking heed tu my 
words. I warn you, madam, you cannot hinder tle 
destined union of these two child-spirits, in after years 
asmanand wife. Part them now—and YOU will be 
respousible for the sacrifices, degradations, and dis- 
tresses through which your George and my Mary may 
be condemned to pass on their way back to each other 
in later life. 

“Now my mind is unburdened. 
all. 

“IfL have spoken too freely, or have in any other way 
unwittingly offended, | ask your pardon, and remain, 
madam, your faithful seryant and well-wisher, 

HELEN DERMODY.’” 


Now I have said 


tween Mary and me was something too sacred and too | 
beautiful to be tried bythe mean and matter-of-iact | 
tests set up by society. She wrote for us littie formu- } 


So the letter ended. 

To meit was something more than amere curiosity 
| of epistolary composition. Iseein it the prophecy— 
strangely fulfilled, in later years—of events in Mury's 
life, and in mine, which future pages are now to tell. 

My mother decided on leaving the letter unax-wer- 
ed, Likemany of her poorer neighbors, she was 2 lit- 
tle afraid of Dame Dermody; and she was, besices, 
habitually averse to all discussions which turned on 
the mysteries of spiritual life, I wasreproyed, aumon- 
ished, and forgiven ; and there was the end of it. 

For some happy weeks Mary and I returned, without 
hinderance or interruption, to cur old intimate cox:- 
panionship. The end wascoming, however, when we 
least expectedit. My mother was startled, one morn- 
ing, by aletter from my father, which informed her 
that he had been unexpectedly cbliged to sail for Ing- 
land at a moment’s notice; that he had arrived in 
London, and that he was detained there by business 
which would not admit of no delay. We were to wait 
forhimat home,in daily expectation of seeing him 
the moment he was free. 

This pews filled my mother’s mind with foreboding 
doubts of the stability of her husband’s grand specu- 
lationin America, The sudden departure from the 
United States, and the mysterious delay in London, 
were ominous, to her eyes, of misfortune to come, I 
am now writing of those dark days in the past, when 
the railway and the electric telegraph were still vis- 
ionsin the mind ofinyentors. Rapid communicaticn 
with my father (evenifhe would haye consented to 
take us into his confidence) was impossible. We had 
no choice but to wait and hope. 

The weary days passed ; and still my father’s brief 
letters described him as detained by his business. The 
morning came when Mary andI went out with Der- 
mody, the baliff, to see the last will fowl of the season 
lured into the Decoy; and still the welcome home 
waited for the master, and waiied in vain, 


CHAPTER III. 
SWEDENBORG AND THE SIBYL. 


My narrative may move on again from the point at 
which it paused in the first chapter. 

Mary and I (as you may remember) had left the 
bailiff alone at the Decoy, and had set forth on our 
way together to Dermody’s cottage. 

As we approached the garden gate,I sawa servant 
from the house waiting there. He carried a message 
from my mother—a message for me. 

‘My mistress wishes you to go home, Master George 
a3.soon as youcan. A le'ter has come by the coach. 
My master means to take a post-chaise from Londcn, 
eee word that we may expect him in the course 
oi the day.” 

Mary’s attentive face saddened when she heari 
those words. 

‘Must you really go away, George?’’ she whispere |. 
“before you seo what Ihave got waiting for you .é 
home?” 

I remembered Mary’s promised ‘‘surprise,”’ the secret 
of which was only to be revealed to me when we gut 
tothe cottage. How could I disappoint her! My po: r 
little lady-love looked ready tocry at the bare pre-i- 
pect of it. 

Idismissed the servant with a message of the ter:.- 
porizing sort. My love to my motier—and I woul 
be back at the house in half an hour. 

We entered the cottage. - . 

Dame Dermody was sitting in the Jight of the win- 
dow as usual, with one ot the mystic books of Emanuel 
Swedenborg open on her lap. She solemnly lifted her 
hand on our appearance, signing to us to occupy our 
customary corner, without speaking to her. It wes au 
act of domestic high treason to interrupt the Sibyl et 
her books. We crept quietly into our places. Ma>y 
waited until she sawher grandmothor’s gray heal 
bend down, and her grandmother's bushy eyebrows 
contract attentively, over her reading. Then, and 
then only, the discreet child rose on tiptoe ; disap- 
peared noiselessly in the direction of her bed-chamber,. 
and came back to me carrying something caretully 
wrapped up in her best cambric handkerchief. 

Is that the suprise?” I whispered. 

Mary whispered back. ‘Guess what it is !’’ 
“Something for me ?’’ 

“Yes. Goon guessing. What is it?” 
| Iguessed three times,and each guess was wrong. 
| Mary decided on helping me by a hint. 
“Say your letters,” she suggested ; 


Istop you.” , ai 
Ibegan: A, B, 0, D, E, F—” | There she stopped 
“And it bes 


‘and goon till 


me. J 
“It'sthe hame ofa Thing,’’. she said, 
gins with F.” 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


I guessed, “Fern,” “ Feather,” “ Fife.” And there 
my resources failed me. 

Mary sighed and shook her head. “ You don’t take 
rains,” she said. “You are three whole years older 


thanIam. After all the trouble I have taken to please | 


yon, you may be too big to care for my present when 
you see it, Guess again.” 

“T can’t guess.” 

“You must !”’ 

“T give it up.” 

Mary refused to let me give it up. 
another hint. 

; “ What did you once say you wished youhadin your 
boat 2” 

“ Was it long ago?” I inquired, at a loss for an an- 
BWwer, 

“Long, long ago! Before the winter. When the au- 
tnmn leaves were falling, and you took me out one 
evening for a sail. Ah, George, you have forgotten !" 

Too true of me and of my brethren, old and young 
alike! Itis always his love that forgets, and her love 
that remembers, We were only two children—and we 
were types of the man and woman already ! 

Mary lost patience with me. Forgetting the terrible 
presence of her grandmother, she jumped up and 
snatched the concealed object out of the handkerchief. 

. “ There !"’ she cried, briskly, “‘ 20w do you know what 
it is !”’ 

Iremembered at last. The thing I had wished for in 
my boat all those months ago, was a new-flag. And 
here was the flag, made for me in secret by Mary’s own 
hand! The eee was green silk, with a dove em- 
broidered on it in white, carrying in its beak the typical 
olive-branch, wrought in gold thread. The work was 
the tremulous, uncertain work of a child’s fingers. 
But how taithtully my little darling had remembered 
my wish! how patiently she had plied the needle over 
the traced lines of the pattern! how industriously she 
liad labored through the dreary winter days! and all 
for my sake! What words could tell my pride, my 
pratitude, my happiness? I too forgot the presence of 
the sybil bending over her book. I took the little work- 
woman in my arms, and kissed her till I was fairly out 
of breath and could kiss no longer. 

“ Mary !’’ I burst out, in the first heat of my enthusi- 
asm, “ my father is coming home to-day. I will speak 
to him to-night. And I will marry you to-morrow !” 

“ Boy !" said the awful voice, at the other end of the 
room. “ Come here.” 

Dame Dermody'’s mystic book was closed; Dame Der- 
iody’s weird black eyes were watching us in our «or- 
ner. Iapproached her; and Mary followed me timidly, 
by a footstep at a time. 

The Sibyl took me by the hand, with a caressing gen- 
tleness which was new in my experience of her. 

“Do you prize that toy?’ she inquired, looking at 
the flag. “ Hide it!" she cried, before I could answer. 
“ Hide it—or it may be taken away from you!” 

“ Why should I hide it?” Lasked. “I want to fly it 
at the mast of my boat!’ 

“ You will never fly it at the mast of your boat!” 
With that answer, she took the flag from me, and thrust 
it impatiently into the breast pocket of my jacket. 

“ Don’t crumple it, grandmother!” said Mary, pite- 
ously. 

I repeated my question : 

“ Why shall I never fly it at the mast of my boat ?’’ 

Dame Dermody laid her hand on the closed volume of 
Swedenborg lying on her lap. 

“Three times I have opened this Book since the 
morning,” she said, ‘‘ Three times the words of the 
prophet warn me that there is trouble coming. Chil- 
aren, it is trouble that iscoming toYou. Ilook there,” 
she went on, pointing where a ray of sunlight ba be 
slantingly into the room, “and I see my husband in the 
heavenly light. He bows his head in grief, and he 
points his unerring hand at you. George and Mary, 
you are consecrated to each other! Be always worthy 
of your consecration; be always worthy of yourselves.” 
She paused. Her voice faltered. She looked at us 
with softening eyes, as those look who know sadly that 

here is a parting at hand. ‘“ Kneel!’’ she said, in low 
tones of awe and grief. “It may be the last time I 
bless you, it may be the last time I pray over you, in 
this house. Kneel!’ 

We knelt close together at her feet. I could feel 
Mary’s heart throbbing, as she pressed nearer to my 
side, I conld feel my own heart quickening its beat, 
with a fear that was a mystery to me. 

“God bless and keep George and Mary, here and 


She helped me by 


hereatter. God prosper, in future days, the union 
which God’s wisdom has willed. Amen. So be it.| 
Amen.” 


As the last word fell from her lips the cottage door 
was thrust open, My tather—followed by the bailiff— 
entered the room. 

Dame Dermody got slowly ou her feet, and looked at 
him with a stern scrutiny. 

“Tt has come,” she said to herself. ‘ It looks with 
the eyes—it will speak with the voice—of that man.” 

My father broke the silence that followed, addressing 
himself to the bailiff. 

“You seé, Dermody,” he said, “here is my son in 
your co e—when he ought to bein my house.” He 
turned, and looked at me as I stood with my arm round 
little » patiently waiting for my opportunity to 
speak. ‘‘ George,” he said, with the hard smile which 
was peculiar to him, when he was angry and was trying 
to hide it, “you are making a fool of yourself there. 
Leave that child, and come to me.” 

Now, or neyer, was my time to declare myself. Judg- 
img by appearances, I was still a boy. Judging by my 
own sensations, I had developed into a man at a mo- 
ment's notice. inl 

“Papa,” I said, “I am glad to see you at home: again, 
This is Dermody. Iam in love with her, and she 
is in love with me, I wish to marry her ag goon as it is 


convenient to my mother and you.” 
My father buyst out laughing. Before I could speak 


again, his humor changed. He had obseryed that Der- 
mody, too, presumed to be amused. He seemed to be- 
come mad with anger, all in a moment. 

“T have been told of this infernal tomfoolery,”’ he 
said. “But I didn’t believeittillnow. Whohas turned 
the boy’s weak head? Who-has encouraged him to 
stand there hugging thet girl? If it’s you, Dermody, 
it shall be the worst day's work you ever did in your 
life.” He turned to me again, before the bailiff could 
defend himself. ‘Do you hear what I say? * tell you 
to leave Dermody’s girl, and come home with me.” 

“Yes, papa,” I answered. “But I must go back to 
Mary, if you please, after I have been with you.” 

Angry as he was, my father was positively staggered 
by my audacity. 

“You young idiot, your insolence exceeds belief !"’ he 
burst out. “I tell you this: you will never darken 
these doors again! You have been taugtit to disobey 
me, here. You have had things put into your head, 
here, which no boy of your age ought to know—lI’ll 
say more, which no decent people would have let you 
know.” 

“TI beg your pardon, sir,” Dermody interposed, very 
respectfully and very firmly at the same time. ‘‘ There 
are many things which a master in hot temper is privi- 
leged to say to the man who serves him. But you have 
gone beyond your privilege. You have shamed me, sir, 
in the presence of my mother, in the hearing of my 
chila ”“—— 

My father checked him there. 

“You may spare the rest of it,” hesaid. “Weare 
master and servant no longer. When my son came 
hanging about your cottage, and playing at sweethearts 
with your girl there, your duty was to close the door 
on him. You have failed in your duty. I trust you no 
longer. Take a month's notice, Dermody. You leave 
my service.” 

The bailiff steadily met my father on his own ground. 
He was no longer the easy, sweet-tempered, modest man 
who was the man of my remembrance. 

“I beg to decline been d your month’s notice, sir,” 
he answered. “You shall have no opportunity of 
repeating what you havejust saidtome. I will send 
in my accounts to-night. And I will leave your service 
to-morrow.”” 

“We agree for once,” retorted my father, “The 
sooner you go, the better.” 

He stepped across the room, and put his hand on my 
shoulder. 

“Listen to me,” hesaid, making a last effort to con- 
trol himself. “I don’t. want to quarrel with you before 
a discarded servant. ‘There must be an end to this non- 
sense. Leave these people to pack up and go—and 
come back to the house with me.” 

His heavy hand, pressing on my shoulder, seemed to 
press the spirit of resistance out of me. I so far gave 
way as to try to melt him by entreaties. 

“Oh, papa! papa!” I cried. “Don't part me from 
Mary? See how pretty and good she is! She has made 
me a@ for my boat. Let mecome here and see her. 
I can’t live without her.” 

Icould say no more. My poor little Mary burst out 
erying. Her tears and my entreaties were alike wasted 
on my father. : ' 

“Take your choice,” he said, “ between coming away 
of your own accord, or obliging me to take you away 
by force, Imean to part you and Dermody’s girl.” 

“Neither you nor any other man can part them,” in- 
terposed a voice, speaking behind us. “ Rid your mind 
of that notion, master, before it is too late.”’ 

My father looked round quickly, and discovered Dame 
Dermody facing him in the full light of the window. 
She had stepped back,’at the outset of the dispute, into 
the corner behind the fireplace. There she had remain- 
ed, biding her time to speak, until my father's last 
threat brought her out of her place ef retirement. 

They looked at each other for a moment, My father 
seemed to think it beneath his dignity to answer her. 
He went on with what he had to say to me. 

“T shall count three slowly,”” he resumed. “ Before 
I get to the last number, make up your mind to do 
what I tell you, or submit to the disyrace of being 
taken away by force.” 

“Take him where you may,” said Dame Dermody, 
“he will still be on his way to his marriage with my 
grandchild.” 

“and whete shall I be, if you please?” asked my 
father, stung into speaking to her this time. 

The answer followed instantly in these startling 
words : 

“ You will be on your way to your ruin and your 
death.” 

My father turned his back on the prophetess with a 
smile of contempt. 

“One !"” he said, beginning to count. 

Iset my teeth, and clasped both arms round Mary as 
he spoke. Ihad inherited some of his temper, aud he 
was now to know it. 

“Two !” proceeded my father, after waiting a little. 

Mary put her trembling lips to my ear and whispered, 
“Let me go, George! Ican’t bear to see it. Oh, look 
how he frowns! Iknow he'll hurt you.” 

My father lifted his forefinger as a preliminary warn- 
ing before he counted Three. ’ 

“ Stop !” cried Dame Dermody. ‘ 

My father looked round at her again with sardonic 
astonishment. 

“TI beg your pardon, ma’am—have you anything par- 
ticular to say to me ?’' he asked. 

“Man! returned the Sibyl, “you speak lightly. 
Have I spoken Boy you ? I warn you to bow your 
wicked will before a Will that is mightier than yours. 
The spirits of these children are kindred spirits. For 
time and for eternity they are united one to the other. 
Put land and sea between them—they will still be to- 
gether ; they will communicate in visions, they will be 
revealed to each otHer in dreams. Bind them by 
worldly ties ; wed your son, in the time to come, to an- 
other woman, and my granddaughter to another man. 


In vain! I tell you,in vain! You may doom them te 
misery, you may drive them to sin—the day of their 
union on earth is still a day predestined in heaven. It 
will come ! it will come! Submit, while the time for 
submission is yours. You are a doomed man. I see 
ihe shadow of disaster, Isee the seal of death, on your 
ace, 
the dark ways of the world together, in the strength of 

their innocence, in the light of their love. Go—and God 

forgive you.” i - 

In spite of himself, my father was struck by the 
irresistible strength of conviction which inspired those 
words. The bailiff’s mother had impressed him us a 
tragic actress might have impressed’ him on the stage. 
She had checked the mocking answer on his lips ; but 
she had notshaken his iron will. His face was as hard 
as ever, when he turned my way once more. 

“ The last chance, George,” he said, and counted the 
last number ; “ Three !” 

I neither moved nor answered him. 

“ You will have it ?” he said, as he fastened his hold 
on my arm. 

I fastened my hold_on Mary ; I whispered to her, “I 
won't leave you!’ She seemed not to bear me. She 
trembled from head to foot in my arms. A faint cry of 
terror fluttered from her lips. Dermody instantly step- 
ped forward. Before my father could wrench me away 
irom her, he had said in my ear, “Youcan give her to 
me, Master George,’ and had released his child from my 
embrace. She stretched her little frail hands out yearn- 
ingly to me, as she layin Dermody's arms. “ Good-by, 
dear,” she said faintly. I saw her head sink on her 
father’s bosom as I was dragged to the door. In my 
helpless rage and misery, I struggled against the cruel 
hands that had got me with all the strength I had left. 
Icried out to her, “Tlove you Mary! I willcome back 
to you, Mary! I will never marry any one but you!” 
Step by step, I was forced farther and further ‘away. 
The last I saw of her, my darling’s head was still rest- 
ing on Dermody’s breast. Her grandmother stood near, 
andshook her withered hands at my father, and shriek- 
ed her terrible prophecy, in the hysteric frenzy that 
possessed her when she saw the separation accom- 
plished. ‘‘ Go |—you go to your ruin! you go to your” 
death |” While her yoice still rang in my ears, thé cot- 
tage door was opened and closed again. It was all over. 
The modest world of my boyish love and my boyish joy 
disappeared like the vision of a dream. The empty 
outer wilderness, which was my father's world, opened 
before me void of loye and void of joy, God forgive 
me—how I hated him at that moment ! 


CHAPTER IV. 
THE CURTAIN FALLS, 


For the rest of the day, and through the night, I was 
kept a close prisoner in my room, watched by a man on 
whose fidelity my father could depend. 

The next mening t made an effort to escape, and was 
discovered before I had got free of the house, Cuntined 
again to my room, I contrived to write to Mary, aud to 
slip my note into the willing hand of the house-:naid 
who attended on me. Useless! The vigilance of my 
guardian was not to be evaded. The woman was sus 

ected and followed, and the letter was taken frou her. 

y father tore it up with his own hands. 

Later in the day, my mother was permitted to see me. 

She was quite unfit, poor soul, to intercede for me, or 
to serve my interests in any way. My father had com- 
pletely overwhelmed her by announcing that his wife 
and his son were to accompany him, when he returned 
to America. a ; 

“Every farthing he has in the world,” said my mother, 
“is tobe thrown into that hateful speculation. He has 
raised money in London ; he has let the house to some 
rich tradesman for seven years ; he has sold the plate, 
and the jewels that cume tome from his mother. ‘The 
land in America swallows it allup. We have no home, 
George, and no choice but to go with him.” 

An hour afterwards the post-chaise was at the door. 

My father himself took me to the carriage. I broke 
away from him, with a desperation Which not eveu his 
resolution could resist. I ran, I flew, along the path 
that led to Dermody’s cottage. The door stood open ; 
the purlor was enipty.’ I went into the kitchen : I weno 
intothe upper rooms. Solitude everywhere. The bailiff 
had leté his place ; and his mother and his cau:hter 
had gone with him. No friend or neighbor lin, 
lear, with a message ; no letter lay waiting for me ; 
lint wus lett to tell mé in what direction they had 
taken their departure, After the insulting words w bich 
his muster had spoken to him, Derniody’s price was 
concerned in leaying no trace of his whereabouts : my 
father might consider it as a trace purposely leit, with 
the object of reuniting Mary and me. I had no keep- 
suke to speak to me of my lost darling but ‘the flag 
which she had embroidered with her own hand. The 
furniture still remained in the cottage. Isat down in 
our customary corner, by Mary's empty chair, and 
looked again ut the pretty green flag, and burst out 
crying. 

_ Alight totich roused me. My father lad so far yield- 
ed as to leave to my mother the responsibility of Lring- 
ing ime buck to the traveling carriage, 

“We shall not find Mary here, George,” she said, 
wently. “And we way hear of her in London. Come 
with me.” 

Trose and silently gave her my hand. Something low 
down on the clean white door-post caught my eye us We 
passed it. I stooped and discovered somo writiug iu 
pene. looked closer—it was writing in Mary’s hand ! 

he unformed childish characters traced these last 
foe be’ _— : 

“ Good-by, dear. Don’t forget Mary.” 

Iknelt down and kissed the . It comforted 
mo—it was like a farewell touch from Mary’s hand, J 
followed my mother quietly to the : 

Late that night we were in London. 


Go; and leave these consecrated ones to walk - 
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My good mother did all that the most compassionate 
kindness could do (in her position) to comfort. me. She 
‘privately wrcte to the solicitors employed by her 
family, inclosing a description of Dermody, and his 
motherand daughter, and directing inquiries to be mado 
at the var‘ous coach-offices in London, Shealso referred 
the lawyers to two of Dermody’s relatives. who lived in 
city, and who might know something of his movements 
atter he left my jather’s service. When she had done 
this, she had done all that layin her power, We neither 
of us possessed money enough to advertise in the news- 
papers, + 

A week afterward we sailed for the United States. 
Twice in that interval I communicated with the law- 
yers ; and twice I was informed that the inquiries had 
led to nothing. 


nn this the first epoch in my love story comes to 
an eid. 

For ten long years afterward I never again met with 
my little Mary ; I never eyen heard whether she had 
live to grow to womanhood or not. I still kept the 
grevn flag, with the dove worked on it. For the rest, 
the waters of oblivion had closed over the old golden 
‘days ut Greenwater Broad. 


CHAPTER Y. 
MY STORY. 


WHEN you last saw me, I was a boy of thirteen, You 
now see me 4 man of twenty-three. 

The story of my life,in the interval between these 
two ayes, isa story that can be soon told. 

Speaking of my father first, I have to record that the 
-end of his career did indeed come as Dame Dermody had 
foretold it. Before we had been a year in America, the 
total collapse of his land speculation was followed by 
his death. The catastrophe was complete. But for my 
mother’s little income (settled on her at her marriage) 
we should both have been left helpless at the mercy of 
the world. 2 

We made some kind friends among the hearty and 
hospitable people of the United States, whom we were 
unafiectedly sorry to leave. But there were reasons 
which inclined us to return to our own country after 
my father’s death ; and we did return accordingly. 

Besides her brother-in-law (already mentioned in the 
earlier pages of my narrative), my mother had another 
relative—a cousin named Germaine—on whose agsist- 
ance she mainly relied for starting me, when the time 
came, in a professional career, Iremember it as a fami- 
ly rumor, that Mr. Germaine, had been an unsuccessful 
suitur 1¢r my mother’s hand in the days when they 
were young people together He was still a bachelor, 
at tle jater period when his-eldest brother's death with- 
outissue placed him in possession of a handsome for- 
tune. The accession of wealth made no difference in 
his habits of life: he was a lonely old man, estranged 
trom his other relatives, when my mother and I return- 
ed to England. It I could only succeed in pleasing Mr. 
Germaine, I might consider my prospects (in some de- 
gree, at least) as being prospects assured. 

This was one consideration that influenced us in 
leaving America. There was another—in which I was 
especially interested—that drew me back to the lonely 
shores o: Greenwater Broad. 

My only hope of recovering a trace of Mary was. to 
make Saye among the cottagers in the neighborhood 
of my old home. The good bailiff had been heartily liked 
and respected ‘in his little sphere. It seemed at least 
possible that some among his many friends in Suffolk 
might have discovered traces of him, in the yearthat had 
‘passed since I had left England. In my dreams of Mary 
—and I dreamed of her constantly—the lake and its 
woody lianks formed a frequent background in the vis- 
ionary picture ofmy lostcompanion. To thelake shores 
I looked, with a natural superstition, as to my way back 
‘to the one life that had its promise of happiness for me 
—my lite with Mary. 

On our arrival in London, I started for Suffolk alone— 
at my mother's request. At her age she naturally shrank 
from revisiting the home scenes now occupied by the 
stranyers to whom our house had been let. 

Ah, bow my heart ached (young as I was) when I saw 
‘the familiar green waters, of the lake once more! It 
was evening, The first object that caught my eye was 
the gayly painted boat, once mine, in which Mary and I 
had £0 Gften sailed together. The people in possession 
of our house were sailing now. The sound of their 
daughter tloated toward me merrily over the still water. 
Their flag flew at the little mast-head, from which Mary’s 
flag had never fluttered in the pleasant breeze. I turned 
my eyes from the boat; it hurt me to look atit. A few 
steps onward brought me to a promontory on theshore, 
and revealed the brown archways of the Decoy on the 
opposite bank. There was the paling, behind which we 
had knelt to watch the snaring of the ducks; there was 
the hole through which “Trim,” the terrier, had shown 
himself to rouse the stupid curiosity of the water-fowl; 
there, seen at intervals through the trees, was the wind- 
ing woodland path along which Mary and I had traced 
our way to Dermody's cottage, on the day when my 
dather's cruel hand had torn us from each other. How 
wisely my good mother had shrunk from looking again 
# br gern cle cree I rap my back on the lake, 
‘to think w: calmer thoug! in th 
a ene wotelig ‘ 6 shadowy solitude 

An hour's walk along the winding banks 
round to the cottage which had once teen Siay's 
home. 

The door was opened by a woman who was a stran, 
tome, She civilly asked me to enter the parlor. I had 
suffered enough already; I made my inquiries, standing 
on the doorstep. They were soon at -an end. The wo. 
man was a stranger in our part of Suffolk; neither she 
nor her husband had ever heard of Dermody’s name, 

’ I pursued my investigations among the peasantry, 
passing from cottage to cottage. The twilight came: 
he moon rose; the lights began to vanish from the lat. 


tice-windows—and still I continued my weary pilgrim- 
age; and still, go where I might, the answer to my ques- 
tions was the same. 
mody. Everybody asked if I had not brought news of 
him myself. It pains me even now to recall the cruelly 
coraplete defeat of every effort which I made on that 
disastrous evening. I passed the night in one of the 
cottages; andI returned to London the next day, broken 
by disappointment, careless what I did, or where I went 
next. 

Still, we were not wholly parted. I saw Mary—as 
Dame Dermody said I should see her—in dreams. 

Sometimes she came to me with the green flag in her 
hand, and repeated her farewell words: “Don’t forget 
Mary!” Sometimes she led me to our well-remembered 
corner in the cottage parlor, and opened the paper on 
which her grandmother had written our prayers for us. 
We prayed together again, and sang hymns together 
again, as if the old times had come back. Once she ap- 
peared to me, with tears in her eyes, and said, ‘“‘ We must 
wait, dear; our time has not come yet.” Twice I saw 
her looking at me, like one disturbed by anxious 
thoughts; and twice I heard her say, “Live patiently, 
live innocently, George, for my sake.” 

We settled in London, where my education was un- 
dertaken, by a private tutor. Before we had been long 
in our new abode, an unexpected change in our pros- 
pects took place. To my mother's astonishment she 
received an offer of marriage (addressed to her in a let- 
ter) from Mr, Germaine. a 

“Tentreat you not to be startled by my proposal,” 
the old gentleman wrote. “You can hardly have for- 
gotten that I was once fond of you, in the days when we 
were both young and both poor. No return of the feel- 
ings associated with that time is‘possible now. At my 
age, all I ask of you is to be the companion of the clos- 
ing years of my life, and to give me something of a 
father’s interest in promoting the future welfare of 
yourson. Consider this, my dear, and tell me whether 
you will take the empty chair at an old man’s lonely 
fireside.”” 

My mother—looking almost as confused, poor soul, as 
if she had become a young girl again—left the whole re- 
sponsibility of decision on the shoulders of herson! I 
was not long in making up my mind. If she said Yes, 
she would accept the hand of aman of worth and honor, 
who had been throughout his whole life devoted to her; 
and she would recover the comfort, the luxury, the so- 
cial proeper.ty and position of which my father’s reck- 
less course of life had deprived her. Add to this, that I 
liked Mr. Germaine, and that Mr. Germaine liked me. 
Under these circumstances, why should my mother say 
No? She could produce no satisfactory answer to that 
question when I put it. As the necessary consequence, 
she 16, in due course of time, Mrs. Germaine. 

T have only to add that, to the end of her life, my good 
mother congratulated herself (in this case, at least) on 
having taken her son’s advice. 7 

The years went on—and still Mary and I were parted, 
exceptin my dreams. The years went on, until the peri- 
lous time which comes in eyery man’s life came in 
mine. Ireached the age when the strongest of all the 
passions seizes on the senses, and asserts its mastery 
over mind and body alike. 

Lhad hitherto passively endured the wreck of my ear- 
liest and dearest hopes; I had lived patiently, and lived 
innocently, for Mary’s sake. Now, my patience left me; 
my innocence was numbered among the lost things of 
the past. My days, it is true, weré still devoted to the 
tasks set me by my tutor. But my nights were given, 
in secret, to a reckless profligacy, which (in my present 
frame of mind) I look back on with disgust and dismay. 
Iprofaned my remembrances of Mary in the company 
of women who had reached the lowest depths of degra- 
dation. LIimpiously said to myself: “I have hoped for 
her long enough; I have waited for her long enough. 
The one thing now to do is to enjoy my youth and to 
forget her. 

_From the moment when I dropped into this degrada- 
tion, Imight sometimes think regretfully of Mary—ut 
the morning time, when penitent thoughts mostly 
come tous; but Iceased absolutely to see her in my 
dreams. We were now, in the completest sense of the 
word, parted. Mary’s pure spirit could hold*no com- 
munion with mine; Mary's pure spirit had lett me. 

It is needless to say that I failed to keep the secret of 
my depravity from the peg od of my mother. The 
sight of her grief was the first influence that sobered 
me. In some degree at least I restrained myself: I 
made the effort to return to purer ways of life. Mr. 
Germaine, though I had disappointed him, was too just 
aman to give me up as lost. He advised me, as a means 
of self-reform, to make my choice of a profession, and 
to absorb myself in closer studies than any that I had 
yet pursued. ‘ 

Imade my peace with this good friend and second 
father, not only by following his advice, but by adopt- 
ing the profession to which he had been himself at- 
tached before he inherited his fortune—the profession 
of medicine. Mr. Germaine had been a surgeon; I 
resolved on being a surgeon too. 

Haying entered, at rather an earlier age than usual, on 
my new way of life, I may at leastsay for myself that I 
worked hard. I won, and kept, the interest of the Pro- 
fessors under whom I studied. On the other hand, it 
cannot be denied that my reformation was, morally 
apeaking, far from being complete. I worked: ' but 
what I did was done selfishly, bitterly, with a hard 
heart. In religion and morals I adopted the views of a 
materialist companion of my studies—a worn-out nian 
of more than double my age. I believed in nothing but 
what I could see, or taste, or feel, I lost all faith in hu- 
manity. With the one exception of my mother, I had 
no respect for women. My remembrances of Mary de- 
teriorated until they became little more than a lost link 
of association with the past. I still preserved the green 
flag as a matter of habit; but it wasno longer kept 
about me ; it was left undisturbed in a drawer of my 
writing-desk. Now and then s wholesome doubt, 
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Nobody knew anything of Der: } 


whether my life was not utterly unworthy of me, would 
rise in my mind. But it held no long possession of mY 
thoughts. Despising others, it was in the logical orde™ 
of things that 1 should follow my conclusions to thei? 
bitter end, and consistently despise myselt. 

The term of my majority arrived. I was twenty-one 
years old; and: of the illusions of my youth not a ves- 
tige remained. 

Neither my mother nor Mr. Germaine could make any 
positive complaint of my conduct. But they were both 
thoroughly uneasy about me. Atter anxious considera- 
tion, my step-father arrived at a conclusion. He decided 
that the one chance of restoring me to my better and 
brighter self was to try the stimulant of a life among 
new people and new scenes. 

At the period of which I am now writing, the home 
government had decided on sending aspecial diplomatic 
mission to.one of the native princes ruling over a 
remote province of our Indian Empire. In the dis- 
turbed state of the province at that time, the mission, 
on its arrival in India, was to be accompanied to 
the Prince’s court by an escort, including the military 
as well as the civil servants’ of the Crown. The 
surgeon appointed to sail with the expedition from 
England was an old friend of Mr. Germaine’s, and 
was in want of an assistant on whose capacity he could 
rely. Through my step-father's interest the post. was 
offered tome. I accepted it without hesitation. My 
only pride left was the miserable pride of indifference. 
So long as I pursued my profession, the place in which 
I pursued it was a matter of no importance to my mind. 

It was. long before we could persuade my mother even 
to contemplate the new prospect now set before me. 
When she did at length give way, she yielded most un- 
willingly. I confess I left her with the tears in my eyes 
—the first I had shed for many a long year past. 

The history of our expedition is part of the history of 
British India. It has no place in this narrative. 

Speaking personally, I have to record that I was ren- 
dered incapable of performing my professional duties 
in less than a week from the time when the mission 
reached its destination. We encamped outside the city, 
and an attack was made on us, under cover of darkness, 
by the fanatical natives. The attempt was defeate ! 
with little difficulty, and with only a trifling loss on our 
side. Iwas among the wounded, having been struck 
by a javelin, or spear, while I was passing from one tent 
to another. Li 

Inflicted by a European weapon, my injury would 
have been of no serious consequence; but the tip of the 
Indian spear had been poisoned. I escaped the mortal 
danger of “lock-jaw;” but, through some peculiarity 
in the action of the poison»on my constitution (which 
Tam quite unable to explain), the wound obstinately 
refused to heal. »> ‘ 

I was invalided and sent to Calcutta, where the best 
surgical help was at my disposal. . To all appearance, 
the wound healed here—then broke out again. Twice 
this happened; and the medical men agreed that the 
best course to take would-be to send me home. They 
calculated on the invigorating effect of the sea-voyage, 
and, tailing this, on the salutary influence of my native 
air. In the Indian climate 1 was pronounced incurable. 

Two. days* before. the ship sailed a letter trom my 
mother brought me startling news. My life to come— 
if I had a life to come—had been turned in anew chan- 
nel. Mr. Germaine had died suddenly of heart disease. 
His will, bearing date at the time when I left England, 
bequeathed an income for life to my mother, and left 
the bulk of his property to me on the one condition 
that I adopted his name. I accepted the condition, of 
course, and became George Germaine. 

Three months later my nrother and I were restored to 
each other. 

Except that I still had some trouble with my wound, 
behold me now, to all appearance, one of the most en- 
viable of existing mortals; promoted to the position of 
a wealthy gentleman; possessor of a house in London, 
and of a country-seat in Perthshire—and, nevertheless, 
at twenty-and-three years of age, one of the most mis- 
erable men living! 

oe * * * * * 


And hg te 
In the years that had now passed over what had 
become of Mary ? 

You have heard my story. Read the few pages that 
follow, and you will hear hers. 


CHAPTER VI. 
HER STORY. 


What I have now to tell you of Mary is derived from 
information obtained at a date in my life later by many 
years than any date of which Ihave written yet. Be 
pleased to remember this. 

* * * * = * * 

Dermody, the bailiff, possessed relatives in London, of 
whom he occasionally spoke, and relatives in Scotland, 
whom he never mentioned. My father had a strong 

rejudice against the Scotch nation. Dermody knew 
his master well enough to be aware that the prejudice 
might extend to him, if he spoke of his Scotch kindred. 
He was a discreet man, and he never mentioned them. 

On leaving my father’s service, he had made his way, 
partly by land and partly by sea, to Glasgow—in which 
city his friends resided. With his character and his 
experience, Dermody was a man ina thousand, to any 
master who was lucky enough to discover him. His 
friends bestirred themselves. In six weeks’ time he 
was placed in charge of a gentleman’s estate on the 
eastern coast of Scotland, and was comfortably establish- 
ed with his mother and his daughter in a new home. 

The insulting language which my father had address- 
ed to him had sunk deep in Dermody’s mind. Hoe 
wrote privately to his relatives in London, telling them 
that he bad found a new’ situation which suited him, 
and that he had his reasons for not at present mentions 


ing his address. In this way he baffled the inquiries 
which my mother's lawyers (failing to discovera trace 
of him in other directions) addressed to his London 
friends. Stung by his old master’s reproaches, he sacri- 
ficed his daughter and he sacrificed me—partly to his 
own sense of self-respect; partly to the conviction 
that the difference between us in rank made it his duty 
to check all further intercourse betore it was too late. 

Buried in their retirement in a remote part of Scot- 
land, the little houschold lived, lost to me, and lost to 
the world, 

In dreams, I had seen and heard Mary. In dreams, 
Mary saw and heard me. The innocent longings and 
wishes which filled my heart while I was ‘still a boy 
were revealed to her in the mystery of sleep. Her 
grandmother, holding firmly to her faith in. the pre- 
destined union between us, sustained the girl’s courage, 
and cheered her heart. She could hear her father say (as 
ay father had said) that we were parted to meet no 
more, and could privately think of her happy dreams 
asthe sufficient promise of another future than the 
future which Dermody contemplated. So she still 
lived with me in the spirit—and lived in hope. 

The first affliction that befell the little household was 
the death of the grandmother, by the exhaustion of 
extreme old age. Inher last conscious moments, she 
faid to Mary, “Never forget that you and George are 
spirits consecrated to each other. Wait—in the certain 
knowledge that no human power cah hinder your union 
in the time to come,” b 

While those words were still vividly present to Mary’s 
mind, our visionary union by dreams was abruptly 
broken on her side, as it had been abruptly broken on 
mine. In the first daysot my ‘self-degradation, I had 
ceased to see Mary. Exactly at the same period Mary 
ceased to see me. 

The girl's sensitive nature sank under the shock. 
She had now no elder women to comfort and advise her ! 
ahe lived alone with her father, who invariably changed 
the subject whenever she spoke of the old times. The 
secret sorrow that preys on body and mind alike preyed 
on her. A cold, caught at the inclement season, turned 
to fever. For weeks she was in danger of death. When 
she recovered, her head had been stripped of its beauti- 
ful hair by the doctor's order. The sacrifice had been 
necessary to save her lite. It proved to be, in one 
Tespect, a ervel sacrifice—her hair never grew plentifully 
again. Whenit did re-appear, it had completely lost its 
charming mingled hues of deépred and brown: it was 
now of one monotonous light brown color throughout. 
At oo sight, Mary's Scotch friends hardly knew her 
again. 

But Nature’ made amends for what the head had lost 
by what the face and figure gained. ; 

In a year from the date of her illness, the frail little 
child of the old days at Greenwater Broad had ripened, 
in the bracing Scotch air and the healthy mode of life, 
into acomely young woman. Her features werestill, as 
in her early years, not regularly beautitul; but the 
change in her was not the less marked on that account. 
‘The wan face had filled out, and the pale complexion 
had found its color, As to her figure, its remarkable 
development was perceived even by the rough people 
about her. Promising nothing when she was achild, it 
had now sprung into womanly fullness, symmetry, and 
grace—it was a strikingly beautitul figure, in the strictest 
sense of the word, 

Morally, as wellas physically, there were moments, 
at this period of their lives, when even her own father 
hardly recognized his daughter of former days. She 
had lost her childish vivacity—her sweet equable flow of 
good humor. Silent and self-absorbed, she went 
through the daily routine of her duties enduringly. 
‘The hope ofmeeting me again had sunk to a dead hope 
in her by this time. She made no coniplaint. The 
bodily strength that she had gained in these later days 
had ite sympathetic influence in steadying her mind. 
‘When her father once or twice ventured to askif sho 
‘was still thinking of me, she answered quickly thatshe 
chad brought herself to share his opinions, She could not 
doubt that I had long since ceased to think of her. 


Even if I had remained faithful to her, she was old | 


enough now to know that the difference between us in 
rank made our union by marriage an impossibility. It 
would be best (she thought) not to refer any more to 
the past, best to forget me, asI had forgotten her. So 
she spoke now. So, tried by the test of appearances, 
Dame Dermody’s confident forecast of our destinies had 
failed to justify itself, and had taken its place among the 
Predictions that are never fulfilled. 


The next notable event in the family annals which 
followed Mary's illness happened when she had attained 
the age of nineteen years. Even at this distance of 
time my heart sinks, my courage fails me, at the critical 
stage in my narrative which I have now reached. 

Astorm of unusual severity burst over the eastern 
coast of Scotland, Among the ships that were lost in 
the tempest was a vessel bound trom Holland, which 
was wrecked on the rocky shore near Dermody’s place 
ofabode. Leading the way in all good actions, the 
bailiff led the way in rescuing the passengers and crew 
of the lost ship. He had brought one man alive to 
land, and was on his way back to the vessel, when two 
heavy seas, following in close succession, dashed him 
against the rocks. He was rescued, at the risk of their 
own lives, by his neighbors. The medical examination 
disclosed a broken bone, and severe bruises and lacera- 


tions. So far, Dermody’s sufferings were easy of relief. 
But, after a lapse of time, wpanprome appeared in the idea on her side, and no idea on mine, that we shall ever 


patient which revealed to his medical attendant the | meet again, 


presence of serious internal injury, In the doctor's 
opinion, he could never hope to resume the active hab- 
its of life. He would be an invalided and a crippled 
man for the rest of his days, 

Under these melancholy circumstances the bailiff’s 
employer did all that could be strictly expected of him, 
He hired an assistant to undertake the supervision of 


the farm-work; and he permitted Dermody to oceupy | she said. 
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gave the poor man time to recover such relics of | 
strength as were still left to him, and to consult his 
friends in Glasgow on the doubtful question of life to 
come, 

The prospect was a serious one, Dermody was quite 
unfit for any sedentary employment; and thé little 
money that he had saved was not enough to support his 
daughter and himself, The Scotch friends were willing 
and kind; but they had domestic claims on them, an 
they had no money to spare. . 

In this emergency the passenger in the wrecked ves- 
sel (whose life Dermody had sayed) came forward with 
a proposal.which took fatherand daughter alike by sur- | 
prise. He made Mary an offer of marriage; on the ex- 
press understanding (if she accepted him) that her 
home was to be her father’s home also to the end of his 
life, | 

The person who thus associated himself with the 
Dermodys in the time of their trouble was a Dutch 
gentleman named Ernest van Brandt. He possessed a } 
share in a fishing establishment on the shores of the 
Zuyder Zee; and he was on his way to establish a cor- 
respondence with the fisherics in the north of Scotland 
when the vessel was wrecked, Mary had produced a 
strong impression on him when they firat met. He had 
lingered in the neighborhood in the hope of gaining her 
favorable regard, with time to help him. Personally 
he was a handsome man, in the prime of lite, and he 
was possessed of a sufficient income to marry on. In| 
making his proposal, he produced references to persons 
of high social position in Holland, who could answer 
for him, so faras the questions of character and po- 
sition were concerned, 

Mary was long in considering which course it would 
be ig for her helpless father, and best for herself, to 
adopt. 

The hope of a marriage with me had been a hope 
abandoned by her years since. No woman looks for- 
ward willingly tos life of cheerless celibacy, In think- 
ing of her future, Mary naturally thought of herself in 
the character of a wife. Could she fairly expect in the 

ime to come to receive eny more attractive proposal 

an the proposal now addressed to her? Mr, Van Brandt 
had every personal advantage that a woman could de- 
sire; he was devotedly inlove with her; and he felt a 
grateful affection for her father as the man to whom he 
owed his life. With no other hope in-her heart—with 
no other prospect in view—what could she do better 
than marry Mr. Van Brandt ? 

Influenced by these considerations, she decided on 
speaking the fatal word. She said, “Yes.” 

At the same time she spoke plainly to Mr. Van Brandt, 
unreservedly acknowledging that she had contemplated 
another future than the future now set before her. She 
did not conceal that there had once been an old love in 
her heart, and that a new love was more than she could 
command, Esteem,  parvidea: and regard she could hon- 
estly offer ; and, with time, love might come, For the 
reat, she had ye | since dissociated herself from the 
past, and had definitely given up all the hopes and 
wishes once connected with it. Repose for her father, 
and tranquil happiness for herself, were the only fayo1s 
that she askec of fortune now. These she might find 
under the roof of an honorable man who loved and re- 
spected her, She could promise, on her side, to make 
him a good and frithful wife, if she could promise no 
more. It rested with Mr. Van Brandt to say whether, 
he really believed that he would be consulting his own 
happiness in marrying her on these terms. 

Mr. Van Brandt accepted the termia without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation. | 

They would have been married immediately but for 
an alarming change for the worse in the condition of 
Dermody’s health, Symptons showed themselves, 
which the doctor coniessed that he had not antici- 
pated when he had given his opinion on the case. He 
warned Mary that the end might be near. A physician 
was summoned from Edinburgh, at Mr. Van Brandt's 
expense, He confirmed the opinion entertained by the 
country doctor. For some days longer, the good bailiff 
lingered, On the last morning, he put his daughter's 
hand in Van Brandt's hand. “ Make her happy, sir,” he 
said, in his simple way, “and you will be even with me 
for saving your life.” The same day he died quietly in 
his daughter's arms. 

Mary’s future was now entirely in her lover's hands. 
The relatives in Glasgow had daughters of their own to 
provide for. Tho relatives in London resented Dermo- 
dy’s neglect of them. Van Brandt waited, delicately and 
considerately, until the first violence of the girl's grief 
had worn itself out, and then he pleaded irresistibly for 
& husband’s claim to console her. 

The time at which they were married in Scotland was 
also the time at which I was on niy way home from 
India. Mary had then reached the age of twenty years. 

* * * * * * * * 

The story of ten years’ separation is now told; the | 
narrative leaves us at the outset of our new lives. 

Iam with my mother, beginning my career as @ coun- 
try gentleman on the estate in Perthshire which I have 
inherited from Mr. Germaine. Mury is with her hus- 
band, enjoying her new privileges, learning her new 
duties, as a wife, She, too, is living in Scotland—liy- 
ing, by a strange fatality, not very far distant trom my 
country-house. Ihave no suspicion that she is 80 near 
to,e: the name of Mrs. Van Brandt (even if I had 
heard it) appeals to no familiar association in my mind. 
Still the kindred spirits are parted. Still there is no 


OHAPTER VIL. 
THE WOMAN ON THE BRIDGE. 
My mother looked in at the library door, and dis- 
turbed me oyer my books, 


“have been hanging a little picture in my room,” 
“Come up stairs, Iny dear, and give me your 


his cottage for the next three months, ‘This concession ' opinion of it,’’ 


I rose and followed her. She pointed to a miniature 
portrait, hanging above the mantel-piece, 

“Do you know whose likeness that is?’ she asked, 
half sadly, half playfully. “George! Do. you really 
not recognize yourself at thirteen years old ?” 

How should I recognize myself? Worn by sickness 
and sorrow; browned by the sun‘on my long homeward 
voyage; my hair already growing thin over my fore- 
head; my eyes already habituated to their one sad wid 
weary look; what had Lin common with the fair, plump, 
curly-headed, bright-eyed boy who confronted me in 
the miniature? @ mere sight of the portrait pro- 
duced the most extraordinary effect on my mind. It 
struck me with an overwhelming melancholy; it filled 
me with a despair of myself too dreadful to be enduredy 
Making the best excuse I could to my mother, I lett the 
room. In another minute, I was out of the house. 

I crossed the park, and left my own possessions behind. 
me. Following a by-road, I came to our well-known 
river; so beautiful in itself, so famous among trout= 
fishers throughout Scotland. It was not then the fish- 
ing season, No human being was in sight as I took 
my seat on the bank, The old &tone bridge which 
spanned the stream was within a hundred yards of mes 
the setting sun still tinged the switt-flowing water un- 
der the arches with its red and dying light. " 

Still the boy’s face in the miniature pursued me, 
Still the portrait seemed to reproach mein a merciless 
language of its own: ‘Look at what you were once— 
think of what you are now !” 

Thid my face in the soft, fragrant crass. I thought. 
of the wasted years of my lite between thirteen and 
twenty-three, 

How was ittoend? If I lived to the ordinary life of 


| man, what prospect had I before me? 


Love? Marriage? I burst out laughing as the idea 
crossed my itis Since the innocently happy days of 
my boyhood I had known no more of love than the in- 
sect that now crept over my hand as it lay on the grass. 
My money, to be sure, would buy mea wife; but would 
my money make her dear to me? dear as Mary had. 
once been, in the golden time when my portrait wae 
first painted? ‘ 

Mary! Was she still living? Was she married? 
Should I know her again if Isaw her? Absurd? I had 
not seen her since she was ten years old: she was now a. 
woman, as I was a man. Would she know me if we 
met? The portrait, still pursuing me, answered the 
question: “Look at what you were once—think of what, 
you are now!” d 

IT rose and walked backward and forward, and tried to 
turn the current of my thoughts in some new direction. 

It was not tobe done. After a banishment of years, 
Mary had got back again into my mind. I sat down 
once more on the river-bank. The sun was sinking tast. 
Black shadows hovered under the arches of the old 
stone bridge. The red light had faded from the awift- 
flowing water, and had left it spread with one monoton- 
ous hue of steely gray. The first stars looked down , 
peacefully from the cloudless sky. The first shiverings 
of the night-breeze were audible among the trees, and 
visible here and there in the shallow places of the 
stream, And still, the darker it grew, the more per- 
sistently my portrait led me back to the past, the more 
Nauittsiee long-lost image of the child Mary showed. 
itself ein my thoughts. 

Was this the prelude to her coming back to me in 
dreams; in her perfected womanhood, in the young 
prime of her lite? 

It might be so, 

I was no longer unworthy of her, as I had once been. 
The effect produced on me by the sight of my portrait: 
was in itself due to moral and mental changes in me for 
the better, which had been steadily proceeding since the 
time when my wound had laid me helpless among 
strangers in a strange land. Sickness, which hes made. 
itself teacher and friend to many a man, had made itself 
teacher and friend tome. I looked back with horror at. 
the vices of my youth; at the fruitless after-days when. 
I had impiously doubted all that is most noble, all that. 
is most consoling in human life. Consecrated by sor- 
row, purified by repentance, was it vain in me to hope 
that her spirit and my spirit might yet be united again T 
Who could tell! 

Trose once moré. It could serve no good purpose ta 
linger until night by the banks of the river. I had left 
the house, feeling the impulse which drives us, in cer— 
tain excited conditions of the mind, to take retuge in 
movement and change. The remedy had failed: my 
mind was as strangely disturbed as ever. My wisest 
course would be to go home, and keep my good mother 
company over her re wo of piquet. 

Iturned to take the road back—and stopped, struck. 
by the tranquil beauty of the last faint light in the 
western sky, shining behind the black line tormed by 
the parapet of the bridge. : : 

In the grand gathering of the night shadows, in the 
deep stillness of the dying day, . stood alone, and 
watched the sinking light. 


As Llooked, there came a change over the scene. Sud- 
denly and softly a living figure glided into view on the 
bridge, It passed behind the black line of the parapet, 
in the last long rays of the western light. It crossed. 
the bridge. It er and crossed back again half-way. 
Then it stopped. The minutes passed; and there the. 
figure stood, a motionless black object, bebind the black 
parapet of the bridge, 

Tadyanced a little, moving near enough to obtain a 
closer view of the dress in Which the figure was at- 
tired, The dress showed me that the solitary stranger 
was a woman, 

She did not notice me in the shadow which the trees 
cast on the bank. She stood with her arms folded in 
her cloak, looking down at the darkening river. 

mat was she waiting there at the close of evening 
alone 

As the question occurred to me, I saw her head move. 
She looked along the bridge, first on one side of her, 
then on the other, Was shé waiting for some person 
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who was to meet her? Or was she suspicious of ob- 
servation and anxious to make sure that she was alone ? 

‘A sudden doubt of her purpose in me that soli- 
tary place, a sudden distrust of the lonely bridge and 
the swift-flowing river, set my heart beating quickly, 
and roused me toinstant action. I hurried up the ris- 
ing ground which led from the river bank to the bridge, 
determined on speaking to her while the opportunity 
was still mine. 

She neither saw nor heard me until I was close to 
her. ITapproached with an irrepressible feeling of agi- 
tation ; not knowing how she might receive me when I 
spoke to her, The moment she turned and faced me, 
my composure camé back. It was as if, expecting to see 
a stranger, I had unexpectedly encountered a triend. 

And yet she as a stranger. I had never before looked 
on, that grave and noble face, on that grand figure whose 
exquisite grace and symmetry even her long cloak could 
not wholly hide. She was not perhaps a strictly beauti- 
ful woman. There were detects in her which were suffi- 
ciently marked to show themselyes in the fading light. 
Her hair, for example, seen under the large garden hat 
that she wore, looked almost as short as the hair of a 
man; and the color of it was of the dull, lusterless 
brown hue which is so commonly seen in English wo- 
men of the ordinary type. Still, in spite of these draw- 
backs, there was a latent charm in her expression, there 
was an inbred fascination in her manner, which in- 
stantly found its way to my sympathies and its hold on 
my admiration. She won me in the moment when I 
first looked at her. 

“May I inqure if yow have lost your way ?” I asked. 

Her eyes rested on my fuce with a strange look of in- 
quiry in them. She did. not appear fo be surprised or 
confused at my venturing to address her. 

“T know this part of the country well,” I went on. 
“Can I be of any use to you?” 

She still looked at me with steady, inquiring eyes. 
For a moment, stranger as I was, my face seemed to 
trouble her asif it had been a face that she had seen 
and forgotten again, If she really had this idea, she at 
once dismissed it with a little toss of her head, and 
looked away at the river as if she felt no further inter- 
est in me, 

“Thank you. Ihave not lost my way. 
tomed to walking alone. Good evening.” 

She spoke cola , but courteously. Her voice was de- 
licious ; her bow, as she left me, was the perfection of 
unaffected grace. She lett the bridge on the side by 
which I had first seen her approach it, and walked 
slowly away along the darkening track of the high- 
road, 


Iam accus- 


Still I was not quite satisfied. There was something 
underlying the charming expression and the fascinating 
manner which my instinct felt to be something wrong. 
As I walked away toward the opposite end of the bridge, 
the doubt began to grow on me whether she had spoken 
the truth. In leaving the neighborhood of the river, 
was she simply trying to get rid of me? 

T at once resolved to put this suspicion of her to the 
test. Leaving the bridge, I had only to cross the road 
beyond, and to enter a plantation on the bank of the 
river. Here, concealed behind the first tree which 
was large enough to hide me, [could command a view 
of the bridge, and I could fairly count on detecting her, 
if she returned tothe river while there was a ray of 
light to see her by. It was not easy walking in the ob- 
acurity of the plantation: Ihad almost to grope my 
way to the nearest tree that suited my purpose. 

I had just steadied my foot-hold on the uneven 

und behind the tree, when the stillness of the twi- 


hot water in bottles, were all at my disposal. I showed 
the woman myself how to ply the work of revival. 


They persevered and I persevered, and still there she | 


lay, in her perfect beauty of form, without a sign of 
life perceptible; there she lay, tc all outward appear- 
ance, dead by drowning. 

A last hope was left—the hope of restoring her (if I 
could construct the apparatus in time) by the process 
called “ artificial respiration.” Iwas just endeavoring 
to tell the landlady what I wanted, and was just con- 
scious of a strange difficulty in expressing myself, 
when the good woman started. back and looked at me, 
with a scream of terror. 

“ Good God, sir, you're bleeding!” sheecried. ‘“ What's 
the matter? Where are you hurt?” 

In the moment when she spoke to me I knew what 
had happened. The old Indian wound (irritated, doubt- 
less, by the violent exertion that I had imposed on mya 
self) had opened again. I struggled against the sudden 
sense ot faintness that seized on me; I tried to tell the 
people of the inn what todo. It was nseless. I drop- 
ped to my knees; my head sank on the bosom of the 
woman stretched senseless upon the low couch beneath 
me. The death-in-life that had got fer lad got me. 
Lost to the world about us, we lay, with my blood 
flowing on her, united in our deathly trance. 

Where were our spirits at that moment? Were they 
together, and conscious of each other? United by a 
spiritual bond, undiscovered and unsuspected by us in 
the flesh, did we two, who had metas strangers on the fa- 
tal bridge, know each other again in the trance? You who 
have loved and lost—you whose one consolation it has 
been to believe in other worlds than this—can you turn 
from my questions in contempt? Can you honestly 
say that they have never been your questions too? 


CHAPTER VIL. 
THE KINDRED SPIRITs. 


THE morning sunlight shining in ata badly curtained 
window ; a clumsy wooden bed, with big twisted posts 
that reached to the ceiling ; on one side of the bed, my 
mother's welcome face; onthe other side, an elderly 
gentleman unremembered by me at that moment—such 
were the objects that presented themselves to my view, 
Hina I first consciously returned to the world that we 

ve ins 
. aoe doctor,look! He has come to his senses at 
ast.’” 

“Open your mouth, sir, and take a sup of this.” 

'’ My mother was rejoicing over me on one side of the 
bed ; and the unknown gentleman, addressed as ‘‘ doc- 
tor,” was offering me a spoonful of whisky-and- 
water on the other, He called it the “elixir of life ;” 
and he bid me remark (speaking in a strong Scotch 
accent), that he tasted it himself to show he was in 
earnest. 

The stimulant did its good work. My head felt less 


giddy, my mind became clearer. 1 could speak collect- 


ight hour was suddenly broken by the distant sound | 


of a voice. ¥ 

The voice was a woman’s. It was not raised to any 
high pitch; its accent waa the accent of prayer, and the 
words it uttered were these: 

“ Christ have mercy on me!” 

There was silence again. A nameless fear crept over 
me as I looked out on the bridge. 

She was standing on the parapet. Before I could 
move, before I could ery out, before I could even breathe 
again freely, she leaped into the river. 

The current rar my way. I could see her as she rose 


to the surface floating by in the light on the mid-stream. | 


I ran headlong down the bank. She sank again, in the 
Moment when I stopped to throw aside my hat and 
coat and to kick off my shoes. I was a practical swim- 
mer. The instant I was in the water my composure 
caine back to me—I felt like myself again 

The current swept me out into the mid-stream, and 
greatly increased the speed at which I swam. I was 
close behind her when she rose for the second time—a 
shadowy thing, just visible a few inches below the sur- 
face of the river. One more stroke—and my left arm 
was round her; I had her face out of the water. She 
was insensible. Icould hold her in the right way to 
leave me master of all my movements; I could devote 
myself, without flurry or fatigue, to the exertion of tak- 
ing her back to the shore. 

My first attempt satisfied me that there was no rea- 
sonable hope, burdened as I now was, of breasting the 
strong current running toward the mid-river from 
either bank. I tried it on one side, and I tried it on the 
other—and gave itup. The one.choice left was to let 
myself dri:t with her down the stream, Some fifty yards 
lower the river took a turn round a promontory of land, 
on which stood a little inn much frequented by anglers 
in the season. As we approached the place I made an- 
other attempt (again an attempt in vainy to reach the 
shore. Our last chance now was to be”heard by the 
people of the inn. Ishouted at the full pitch of my 
voice as we drifted past. Theery wasanswered. A 
man put off ina boat. In five minutes more I had her 
on the bank again, andthe man and I were carrying her 
to the inn by the riverside. 

The landlady and her servant-girl were equally willing 
to'be of service, and equally ignorant of what they were 
todo, Fortunately, my medical education made. me 
competent to direct them. A good fire, warm blankets, 


edly tomy mother; I could vaguely recall the more 
marked events of the previous evening. A.minute or 
two more, and the image of the person in whom those 
events had all centered became a living image in my 
memory. I tried to raise myself in the bed; I asked, 
impatiently, ‘‘ Where is she?’ 

The doctor produced another spoonful of the elixir 
of life, and gravely repeated his first address to me, 

“Open your mouth, sir, and take asup of this.” 

I persisted in repeating my question : 

«“ Where is she ?’ 

The doctor persisted in repeating his formula: 

“Take a sup of this.” 

I was too weak to contest the matter; Iobeyed. My 
medical attendant nodded across the bed tomy mother, 
and said, “ Now, he'll do." My mother had some. com- 
passion on me. She relieved my anxiety in these plain 
words ; 

“The lady has quite recovered, George, thanks to the 
doctor here,”’ 

Llooked at my professional colleague with a new in- 


everything in its place. I wes speaking of your bodily 
condition. Well, sir, and how didI discover your 
bodily condition? Providentially for you I was driving 
home yesterday evening by the lower road (which is 
the road by the river-bank); and, drawing near to the 
inn there (they call it a hotel ; it’s nothing but an inn), 
I heard the screeching of the landlady half a mile off. 
A good woman enough, you will understand, as times 
go; but a poor creature in an emergency. Keep still, 
Im coming to it now. Well, 1 went in to see if 
the screeching related to anything wanted in the medi- 
cal way ; and there I found you and the stranger lady in 
a position which I may truthfully describe as standing 
in some need of improvement on the score of propriety. 
Tut! tut! I speak jocosely—you were both in a dead 
swoon. Having heard what the landlady had to tell 
me, and having, to the best of my ability, separated 
history from hystericsin the course of the woman’s: 
narrative, found myself, as it were, placed between two 
laws. The law of gallantry, you see, pointed to the lady 
as the first object of my professional services, while the: 
law of humanity (seeing that you were still bleeding) 
pointed no less imperatively to you. I am no longer a. 
young man: I left the lady to wait. My word! it was. 
no light matter, Mr. Germaine, to deal with your case, 
and get you carried up here out of the way. That old 
wound of yours, sir, is not to be trifled with. I bid you 
beware huw you open it again. The next time you go 
out for an evening walk, and you see a lady in the 
water, you will do well for your own health to leave her 
there. What’s that I see? Are you opening your mouth 
again? Do you want another sup already ? 

“He wants to hear more about the lady,” said my 
mother, interpreting my wishes for me.” 


“Oh, the lady,” resumed Mr. MacGlue, with the air 
of a man who found no great attraction on the sub- 
ject proposed to him. “There’s not much that 
I know of to be said about the lady. A fine 
woman, no doubt. If you could strip the flesh off her 
bones, you would find a splendid skeleton underneath 
For, mind this! there’s no such thing as a finely made 
woman, without a good bony scaffolding to build her 
on at starting. I don’t think much of this lady— 
morally speaking, you will understand. If I may be 
permitted to say soin your presence, ma’am, there’s a 
man in the background of that dramatic scene of hers 
on the bridge. However, not being the man myself, I 
have nothing to do with that. My business with the 
lady was just to set her vital machinery going 2 
And, heaven knows, she proved a heavy handful! It 
was even a more obstinate case to deal with, sir, than 
yours. I never, in all my experience, met with two 
people more unwilling.to come back to this world and 
its troubles than you two were. And. when I had done 
the business at last, when I was well-nigh swooning 
niyself with the work and the worry of it, guess—I give 
you leave to speak for this once—guess what were the 
— words the lady said to me when she came to herself 
again.” 


I was too much excited to be able to exercise my in- 
genuity. “I give it up,” I said, impatiently. 

‘‘You may well give it up,” remarked Mr. MacGlue. 
“ The first words she addressed, sir, to the man who had 
dragged her out of the very jaws of death, were these : 
“How dare you meddle with me? why didn’t you leave 
me to die?’ Her exact language—I'll take my Bible 
oath of it. I was so provoked that I gave hér the 
change back (as the saying is)in herown ontoe ‘ There’s 
the river handy, ma’am,’ I said; ‘do it again. I, for 
one, won't stir a hand to save you ; I promise you that.’ 
She looked up sharply. ‘Are you the man who took 
me out of the river?’ she said. ‘God forbid!” says I. 
‘I'm only the doctor who was fool enough to meddle 
with you afterward.’ She turned to the landlady. 
‘ Who took me out of the river?’ she asked. The land. 
lady told her, and mentioned your name. ‘Germaine?’ 
she said to herself; ‘I know nobody named Germaine ; 
I wonder whether it was the man who spoke to me on 
the bridge?’ ‘Yes,’ says the Jandlady ; ‘Mr. Germaine 
said he met you on the bridge.’ Hearing that, she took 


terest. He was the legitimate fountain-head of the | 4 little time to think; and then she asked if she could 
information that I was dying to have poured into my | 5¢¢ Mr. Germaine. ‘Whoever he is,’ she says,*he baa 


mind, 

“How did you revive her?” Lasked. 
now?” 

The doctor held up his hand, warning me to stop. 

“We shall do well, sir, if we proceed systematically,” 
he began, in a very positive manner. “ You will under- 
stand, that every time you open your mouth, it will be 
to take a sup of this, and not to speak. I shall tell you, 
in due course, and the good lady, your mother, will tell 
you, all that you have any need toknow. AsI happen 
to have been first on what you may call the scene of 
action, it stands in the fit order of tlrings that I should 
speak first. You will just permit me to mix a little 
more of the elixir of life—and then, as the poet says, 
my plain unyarnished tale I shall deliver.” 

So he spoke, pronouncing in his strong Scotch accent 
the most carefully selected English I had ever heard. 
A hard-headed, square-shouldered, pertinaciously self- 
willed man—it was plainly useless to contend with 
him. I turned to my mother's gentle face for encour- 
agement ; and Tlet my doctor have his own way. 

“My name,” he proceeded, “is MacGlue. I had the 
honor of presenting my respects at your house yonder 
when you first came to live in this neighborhood. You 
don’t remember me at present, which is natural 
enough in the unbalamced condition of your mind, con- 
sequent, you will understand (as a professional person 
yourself), on copious loss of blood.” 

There my patience gave way. 

5 Never mind me!" Linterposed. “Tell me about the 
lady ! 

You have opened your mouth, sir!” cried Mr. Mac- 
Glue, severely. ‘‘ You know the penalty—take a sup of 
this. I told you we should proceed systematically,” 


“Where is she 


risked his life to save me. and I ought to thank hi 
that.’ ‘You can't thank him to-night,’ Isaid. ‘ I've et 
him up stairs between life and death, and I’ve sent for 
his mother ; wait till to-morrow.’ She turned on me. 
looking half frightened, half angry. ‘I can’t wait,’ sho 
says; ‘you don’t know what you have done among you 
in bringing me back to life. I must leave this Reigh- 
borhood ; I must be out of Perthshire to-morrow : when 
does the first coach southward pass this way? Havin, 
nothing to do with the first coach southward, I refi 

her to the people of the inn. My business (now I had 
done with the lady) was up stairs in this room, to see 
how you were getting on, You were getting on as well 
as I could wish, and your mother was at your bedside. 
I went home to see what sick people might be waiting 
for me in the regular way. When I came back this 
morning, there was the foolish landlady with a new tale 
to tell. *“Gonel’ says she. ‘Who's gone ?” BI. ‘The 
aes > our =y ‘by -~ a coach this morning !’”’ 

“You don't mean to me that shi 
house?” I exclaimed. aS was 


“Oh, but I dot” said the doctor, as positive! 
“ Ask madam your mother here, and she'll weet to it 
to your heart’s contest. I’ve got other sick ones to 
visit, and I’m away on my rounds. You'll see no more 
of the lady ; and so much the better, I’m thinking.’ In 
two hours’ time I'll be back again; and if I don’t find 
you the worse in the interim, I'll see about having you 
ha Sp from an strange place to the snug bed 

at knows you at home, Don’t Y 
don’t let hina talk !” See ee 

With those parting words, Mr. MacGlue left us to 
ourselves. ~ 

“Is it really true?” I said to my mother, “Has she 


he went on, after he had forced me to submit to the | left the inn without waiting to see me?’ 
““Nobody could stop her, George,” my mother an- 


penalty. “Everything in its place, Mr. Germaine ; 
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swered. “The lady loft the inn this morning by the 
coach for Edinburgh.” 

I was bitterly disappointed. Yes! “bitterly” is the 
word—though she 205 a stranger to me. 

“Did you see her yourself?’ I asked. 
+ “TI saw her for a few minutes, my dear, on my way up 


} to your room.” 

“What did she say?” 

“ She begged me to make her excuses to you. Shesaid, 
‘Tell Mr. Germaine that my situation is dreadtul ; no 
hi:man creature can help me. I must go-away. My 
old life is ag much at an end as if your som had left me 
to drown in the river. I must find a new life for myself 
| \ inanew place. Ask Mr. Germaine to forgive me for go- 

ing away without thanking him. I daren’t wait! I 
may be followed and be found out. There is a person 
whom I am determined never to see again—never! 
| never | never! Good-by; and try to forgive me!’ She 
hid her face in her hands, and said no more. I tried to 
win her confidence: it was not to be done; I was com- 
pelled to leave her. There is some dreadful calamity, 
George, in that wretched woman's life. And such an 
interesting creature, too! It was impossible not to 

! pity her, whether she deserves it or not. Everything 

about her is a mystery, my dear. She speaks English 

without the slightest foreign accent, and yet she has a 

foreign name.” 

“Did she give you her name ?”” 

“No, and I was afraid to ask her to give it. Butthe 
Jandlady here is not a very scrupulous person. She 
told me she looked at the poor creature's linen while it 
was drying by the fire. The name marked on 1t was 
*Van Brandt.’” ‘ 

“Van Brandt?’ I repeated, ‘That sounds like a 
Dutch name, And yet you say shespoke like an En- 
| @lishwoman. Perhaps sho was born in England.” 

! “Or perhaps she may be married,” suggested my 

} mother; “and Van Brandt may be the name of her 

husband.” 

The idea of her being a married woman had some- 
ahing in it repellant tome. I wished my mother had 
not thought of that last suggestion. I refused to re- 
ceive it. I persisted in my own beliet that the stranger 
was asingle woman. In that character, [ could indulge 
| myself in the luxury of thinking of her; I could con- 

sider the chances of my being able to trace this charm- 
ing fugitive, who had taken so strong a hold on my in- 
| terest—whose desperate attempt at suicide had so 

f nearly cost me my own life. : 

! If she had gone as far as Edinburgh (which she would 

; surely do, being bent on avoiding discovery), the pros- 

pect of finding her again—in that great city, and in my 
| present weak state of health—looked doubtful indeed. 

Still, there was an underlying Hopefulness in me which 

kept my spirits from being seriously depressed, I felt 

a purely imaginary (perhaps I ought to say, a purely 
superstitious) conviction, that we who had nearly died 
togethér, we who had been brought to life together, 
were surely destined to be inyolyed in some futurejoys 
or sorrows common to us both. ‘I fancy I shall see 
her again,” was my last thought before my weakness 
overpowered me, and I sank into a peaceful sleep. 

i * * * * * * * * 

| That night I. was removed from the inn to my own 

room at home; and that night I saw her again ina 
dream. i 
_ The image of her was as vividly impressed on me as 
the far different image of the child Mary, when I used to 
see it in the days of old. The dream figure of the 
woman was robed as had seen it robed on the bridge. 
She wore the same broad-brimmed garden hat of straw. 
She looked at me as she had looked when I approached 
her in the dim evening light. After a little her face 
brightened with a divinely beautiful smile; and she 
| whispered in my ear, “ Friend, do-you know me?’ 

I knew her, most assuredly: and yet it was with an 

i incomprehensible after-feeling of doubt. Reeognizing 

herimmy dream as the stranger who had so warmly 

interested me, I was, nevertheless, dissatisfied with my- 

self, as if it had not been the right recognition. I awoke 
| with thisidea; and I slept no more that night. —~ 

-_ In three days’ time I was strong enough to go out 

driving with my mother, in the comfortable, old-fash- 

-doned, open carriage which had once belonged to Mr. 

} Germaine. : 

. On the fourth ot we arranged to make an excursion 
‘to alittle waterfallin our neighborhood. My mother 
had a great admiration of the place, and had often ex- 
pressed a wish to possess some memorial of it, I re- 
solved to take my sketch-book with me, on the chance 
that I might beable to please her by making a drawing 
of her favorite scene. 

4 Searching for the sketch-book (which I had not used 

for years), I found it in an old desk of mine that had re- 
mained unopened since my departure for India. In the 
course of my investization, I opened a drawer in the 
desk, and discovered a relic of the old times—my poor 
little Mary’s first work in embroidery, the green flag ! 
The sight of the forgotten keepsake took my mind 
back to the bailiffs cottage, and reminded me of Dame 
Dermody, and her confident prediction about Mary and 
me.» ? 

I smiled as I recalled the old woman’s assertion that 
no luwnan power could “ hinder the union of the kind- 
red spirits of the children in the time to come.” What 
had become of the prophesied dreams in which 
we were to communicate with each other through the 

! term of our separation? Years had passed; and, 
sleeping or waking I had seen nothng of 
Mary. Years had passed; and the first vision of 4 
woman that had come to me had been my dream a 
few ujghts since of the stranger whom I had sayed 
from owning. I thought of these chances and 

| changes in my life ; but not contemptuously or bitter- 

ly. The new love that was now stealing its way into 
my heart had softened and humanized me. I said to 
myself, " Ah, poor little Mary !"" and I kissed the green 
fag, in grateful memory of the days that were gone 
forever. 


We drove to the water-fall. | 

It was a beautiful day; the lonely sylvan scene was | 
at its brightest and best. A wooden summer-house, 
commanding a prospect of the falling stream, had been ! 
built for the accommodation of pleasure parties by the 
proprietor of the place. My mother suggested that [| 
should try to make a sketch of the view trom this | 
point. I did my best to please her, but Iwas not satis- | 
fied with the result; and I abandoned ny drawing be- | 
fore it was half finished. Leaving my sketch-book and | 
pencil on the table of the summer-house, I proposed to | 
my mother to cross a little wooden bridge which span- | 
nod the stream, below the fall, and to see how the land- | 
scape looked trom a new point of view. 

The prospect of the ‘water-tall, as seen from, the oppo- 
site bank, presented even greater difficulties, to an 
amateur artist like me, than the prospect which we had 
just left. We returned to the summer-house. 

I was the first to approach the open door: I stopped, 
checked in my advance by an unexpected discovery. 
The sumamer-house was no longer empty as we had left | 
it.’ Alady was seated at the table with my pencil in | 
her hand, writing in my sketch-book ! 

After waiting a moment, I advanced a few steps nearer 
to the door, and stopped again in breathless amaze- 
ment. The stranger in the summer-house was) now 
plainly revealed to me as the woman who had attempt- 
ed to destroy herself from the bridge ! 

There was no doubt about it. There was the dress; 
there was the memorable face which I had seen in the 
evening light, which I had dreamed of only a tew nights 
since! The woman herself—Isaw her as plainly as I | 
saw the sun shining on the water-fall—the woman her- 
self, with my pencil in her hand, writing in my book | 

My mother was close behind me. -She noticed my 
agitation. “ George !’’ she exclaimed, “ what is the mat- 
ter with you?” 

I pointed through the open door of the summer- 
house. 

“Well ?” said my mother. “What am I to look at?” 

“Don't you see somebody sitting at the table and 
writing in my sketch-book ?” 

My mother eyed me quickly. “Is he going to be ill 
again ?’’ I heard her say to herself. , 

At the same moment the woman laid down the pencil, 
and rose slowly to her feet. 

She looked at me with sorrowful and pleading eyes: 
she lifted her hand, and beckoned me to approach her, 
I obeyed. Moving without conscious will of my own. 
drawn nearer and nearer to her by an irresistible power, 
Lascended the short flight of stairs which led into the 
summer-house. Within a few paces of her, I stopped. 
She advanced a step toward me, and laid her hand gen- 
tly on my bosom, Her touch filled me with strangely 
united sensations of rapture and awe. After a while, 
she spoke in low, melodious tones, which mingled in 
my ear with the distant murmur of*the falling water, 
until the two sounds became one. I heard in the mur- 
mur, I heard in the voice, these words, ‘Remember 
me. Come to me.’”’ Her hand dropped from my bosom; 
& momentary obscurity passed like a flying shadow 
over the bright daylight in the room. I looked for her 
when the light came back. She was gone. 

My consciousness of passing events returned. 

Isaw the lengthening shadows outside, which told 
me that the evening was at*hand. I saw the carriage 
approaching the summer-house to take us away. I felt | 
my mother’s hand on my arm, and heard her voice 
speaking tome anxiously.” I was able to reply by a, 
sign entreating her not to be uneasy about me, but I} 
could dono more. I was absorbed, body and soul, in 
the one desire to look at the sketch-book. As certainly 
as I had seen the woman, so certainly IT had seen her, 
with my pencil in her hand, writing in my book. 

IT advanced to the table on which the book was lying 
open. I looked at the blank space on the lower part of 
the page, under the foreground lines of my unfinished 
proving, My mother, following me, looked at the page 

00. 

‘There was the writing! The woman had disappeared, 
but there were her written words left behind her; visi- 
ble to my mether as well as te me: readable by my 
mother’s eyes as well as by mine! 

These were the words we saw, arranged in two lines, | 
as I copy them here: 


When the full moon shines 
On Saint Anthony's Well. 


CHAPTER IX. 
NATURAL AND SUPERNATURAL. 


I potntep to the writing in the sketch-book, and 
looked at my mother. I was not mistaken. She had 
seen it, as Thad seenit. But she refused to acknowl- 
edge that spsibing had happened to alarm her—plainly 
as I could detect it in her face. 

“ Somebody has been playing a trick on you, George,” 
she said. 

Imade noreply. It was needless to say anything. | 
My poor mother was evidently as far from being | 
satisfied with her own shallow explanation as I was. | 
The carriage waited for us at the door. We set forth in 
silence on our drive home. 

The sketch-book lay open on my knee. My eyes were 
fastened on it; my mind was absorbed in recalling the 
moment when the apparition beckoned me into the 
summer-house, and spoke. Putting the words and the 
writing together, the conclusion was too plain to be 
mistaken.| The woman whom I had sayed from drown- 
ing had need of me again, 

And this was the same woman who, in her own 
proper person, had not hesitated to seize the first 
epaertunity of leaving the house in which we had been 
sheltered togethor—without stopping to say one grate- 
ful word to the man who had preserved her from death ! 
Four days had only elapsed since she had left me, never 
(to all appearance) to see me again. And now the 


ghostly apparition of her had returned as to’a tried and 


trusted friend; had commanded me to remember her 
and to go to her; and had provided against all possibility 


| of my memory playing me false, by writing the words 


which invited me to meet her “when the full moon 
shone on Saint Anthony’s Well.” 

What had happened in the interval? What did the 
supernatural manner of her communication with me 
mean? What ought my next course of action to be? 

My mother roused me from my reflections. She 
stretched out her hand, and suddenly closed the open 
book on my knee, as if the sight of the writing in it 
was unendurable to her. > 

“Why don’t you speak to me, George?” she said. 
“Why do you keep your thoughts to yourself?” 

“My mind is lost in confusion,” I answered. “I can 
suggest nothing and explain nothing. My thoughts are 
all bent on the one question of what todo next. On 
that point I believe I may say that my mind is made 


| up." Itouched the sketch-book as I spoke. “Come 


what may of it,’’ I said, “I mean to keep the appoint- 
ment.’ 


My mother looked at meas if she doubted the evi- 


| dence of her own senses. 


“He talks as if it was areal thing!’’ she exclaimed. 
“George, you don’t really believe that you saw somp- 
body in the summer-house? The place was empty. I 
tell you positively, when you pointed into the summer- 
house the place was empty. You have been thinking 
and thinking of this woman till you persuade yourself 
that'you have actually seen her.” 

Topened the sketch-book again. “I thought I saw 
her writing on this page,’’ I answered. “Look at it, 
and tell me if lwas wrong.” 

My mother refused to look at it. Steadily as she per- 
sisted in taking the rational view, nevertheless the 
writing frightened her. 


“Tt is not a week yet,” she went on, “since I saw you 
lying between life and death in your bed at the inn. 
How can you talk of keeping the appointment, in your 
state of health? An Se apr with a shadowy 
Something in your own imagination, which appears 
and leaves substantial writing behind it! It’s ridicn- 
pte George; I wonder you can help laughing at your- 
self.” 

She tried to set the example of langhing at me—with 
the tears in her eyes, poor soul, as she made the useless 
effort. I began to regret having opened my mind so 
freely to her. 

“Don’t tuke the matter too seriously, mother,” I said. 
“ Perhaps I may not be able to find the place. I never 
heard of Saint Anthony’s Well; I have not the least idea 
where it is. Suppose I make the discovery, and sup- 
pose the journey turns out to be an easy one, would 
you like to go with me?” 

*“ God forbid !” ‘cried my mother, fervently. “I will 
have nothing to do with it, George. Youare ina state 
of delusion—I shall speak to the doctor.” 

“ By all means, my dear mother.’ Mr. MacGlue is a 
sensible person. We pass his house on our way home, 
and we will ask him to dinner, In the meantime, let 


| Us Bay DO more on the subject till we see the doctor.” 


I spoke lightly, but I really meant what I said. My 
mind was sadly disturbed; my neryes were so shaken 
that the slightest noises on theroad startled me. The 
opinion of aman like Mr. MacGlue, who looked at all 
mortal matters from the same immovably practical 
point of view, might really have its use, in my case, as 
a species of moral remedy. 

We waited until the dessert was on the table, and the 
servants had left the dining-room. Then I told my 
story to the Scotch.doctor as I have told it here; and, 
that done, I opened the sketch-book to let him see the 
writing for himself, 

Had I turned to the wrong page? 

I started to my feet, and held the book close to the 
aes of the lamp that hung over the dinner table. No: 
I had found the right page. There was my half-finished 
drawing of the water-fall—but where were the two 


| lines of writing beneath ? 


Gone! : 
Istrained my eyes; I looked and looked. And the 


| blank white paper looked back at me. 


I placed the open leaf before my mother. “You saw 
it as plainly as T dia,” Isaid. “Are my own eyes do- 
ceiving me? Look at the bottom of the page.” 

My mother sank in her chair with a cry of terror. 

“Gone ?” I asked. 

“Gone !”” 

Iturnedto the doctor. He took me completely by 
surprise. Noincredulous smile appeared on his face; 
no jesting words passed his lips. He was listening to 
us attentively. He was waiting gale A to hear more. 

“T declare to you, on my word of honor,” I said to 
him, “that Isaw the apparition writing with my pen- 
cil at the bottom of that page. I declare that I took 
the book in my hand, and saw these words written in 
it: ‘When the full moon shines on Saint Anthony's 
Well.” Not more than three hours have passed since 
that time—and, see for yourself, not a vestige of the 
writing remains.” . 

“Not a vestige of the writing remains,’” Mr. MacGlue 
repeated, quietly. 


“If you feel the evithess doubt of what I have told 
you,” I went on, “ask my mother—she will bear wit- 
ness that she saw the writing too.” 

“Tdon’t doubt that you both saw the writing,” an- 
swered Mr.\MatGlue, with a composure that surprised 
me, ° 

“Can you account for it ?” I asked. 

“Well,” said the na er doctor, “if Iset my 
wits at work, I believe I might account for it to the sat- 
isfaction of some people. For example, I might give 
you what they call the rational explanation to begin 
with. Imight say that you are, to my certain knowl- 
edge, in a highly excited nervous condition; and that, 
when you saw the apparition (as you call it), you simply 
saw nothing but your own strong impression of an ab- 
sent woman, who (ag [greatly fear) has got on the weak 


/ out the latitude and longitude on their slates, 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


9 


or-amatory side of you. 
ssaine ''—— 

“I take no offense, decter. But excuse me for speak: | 
ing plainly—the rational explanation is thrown away on | 
me.” j 
“T’ll readily excuse you,” answered Mr. MacGlue; | 
“the rather that I’m entirely of your opinion: I don’t ' 
‘believe in the rational explanation myself.” 

This was surprising, to say the least of it. 

“‘ What do you believe in?’ I inquired. 

Mr. MacGlue declined to let me hurry him. 

“ Wait a little,” he said. ‘There's the frrational ex- 
planation to try mext. Maybe it will fit itselt to the 
present state of your mind better than the other. We 
will say this time that you have really seen the ghost 
sor double) of aliving person. Very good. If you can 
suppose a disembodied spirit to appear in earthly cloth- 
ing—of silk or merino, as the case may be—it’s no great 
stretch to suppose, next, that this same spirit is cap- 
able of holding a mortal pencil, and of writing mortal 
words in a mortal sketch-book. And if thé ghost van- 
ishes (which your ghost did), it seems supernaturally 
appropriate that the writing should follow the example | 
and yanish too. And the reason of the vanishment 
may be (if you want a reason), either that the ghost 
does not (ike letting a stranger like me into its secrets, 
or that vanishing is a settled habit of ghosts and of 
eve ing associated with them, or that this ghost has 
changed its mind in the course of three hours (being 
the ghost of a woman, I am sure that’s not wonderful), 
and doesn't care to see you ‘ when the full moon shines , 
on Saint Anthony's Well.’ There's the irrational ex- 
planation for you. And, speaking for myself, I'm bound 
to add that I don’t set a pin's value on (Wat explanation 
either,” 

Mr. MacGlue’s sublime indifference to both sides of 
the question began to irritate me. 

“In plain words, doctor,” I said, “you don’t think | 
the circumstances that I have mentioned to you worthy | 
of serious investigation ?” 

“I don't think serious investigation capable of deal- 
ing with the circumstances,” answered the doctor. 
“Put it in that way, and you putit right. Just look 
round you. Here we three persons are alive and hearty 
at this snuy table. If (which God torbid!) good Mis- 
tress Germaine or yourself were to fall down dead in 
another moment, I, doctor as I am, could no more ex- | 
plain what first principle of life and movement had | 
been suddenly extinguished in you than the dog there | 
sleeping on the hearth-rug. If I am content to sit | 
down ignorant in the facé of such an impenetrable mys- | 
tery as this—presented to me, day after day, every time | 
Lsee a living creature come into the world or go out of | 
it—why may I not sit down content in the face of | 
your lady in the summer-house, and say she’s alto-— 
—— beyond my fathoming, and there is an end of | 

er?” ! 

At those words my mother joined in the conversation | 
for the first time. | 

“Ah, sir,” she said, “ if you could only persuade my | 
son to take your sensible view, how happy I should be! | 
Would you believe it?—he positively means (if he can 
find the place) to go to St. Anthony’s Well!” | 

Even this revelation entirely failed to surprise Mr. 
MacGlue. 

“Ay, ay. He means to keep his appointment with | 
the gees. does he? Well, I can be of some service to 

im if he sticks to his regolution, Ican tell him of an- | 
other man who kept a written appointment with a_ 
ohn wa reste, inne cement. Did he reall | 

was a 8) ing announcement. 6 Teal 
mean what he said? > f | 


{i mean no offense, Mr. Ger- | 


“ Are you in jest or in earnest ?’”’ I asked. 

“never joke, sir,” said Mr, MacGlue. “No sick per- 
son really believes in a do-tor who jokes. I defy you to | 
show mé a man at the head of our profession who has | 

er been discovered in high agit (in medical hours) | 
by his nearest and dearest frien! . You may have won- | 


I dare say, atsecing me take your strange narra- | ° 


tive aa coolly asi do. It comes naturally, sir. Yours 
- not the first story of a ghost and a pencil that I have 


“Do you mean to tell me,’"I said, “ that you know of | 
another man who has seen what I have seen?” | 


“That's just what I mean to tell you,” rejoined the | 
doctor. “The man was a far-away Scots cousin of my | 
late wite, who bore the honorable name of Bruce, and | 
followed a sea-turing life. I'll take another glass of 
the sherry wine: just to wet my whistle, as the vulgar 
saying is, before I in. Well, you must know, Bruce 
was mate of a bark at the time, I’m speaking of, and he 
Was on a vo: from Liverpool to New Brunswick. At 
noon one ‘he and the captain, having taken their 
observation of the.sun, were hard at it ow, working 
Bruce, | 
in his cabin, looked asrosa through, the open door of | 


Seema 


do yon make it, sir? says Bruce. 

“The man in the captain's cabin looked up. And 
what did Bénee sée¥ Tho face of. the captain? Deyil a 
bit of it—tho face of a total stranger! Up jumps Bruce, 
with his heart going full gallop all in a moment, and 


‘searches tor the ie pep on deck, and finds him much as 


usual, with his calevlations done, and his d | 
longitude off his mind tor the day, tial { 


“There's somebody at your desk, sir,’ says Bruce." 


‘-*Ho's writing on your slite; and he’s-a total stranger » 
< rie 


. Away 


to me." : 

“4 4 attanger in my cabin says the ca tain. * Wh 
Mr. Bruce, the ship has been six weltorens of msi 
How did he get on Deana ? 3 { 

“ Bruce doesn't know how, but he sticks to his story. | 
the captain, and bursts like a whirlwind into 

abin, and finds nobody there. Brace himeclf is | 
Xi to acknowledge that the place is certainly 


dn't know you were a sober man,’ the 
MM Should ebarge you with drinking. “dese 18, | 


‘ himself to another glass of the “sherry wine." 


| pany. 


| preasion which Mr. MacGlue had produced on my mind. 


| any 


T'll held you accountabie for nothing worse than dream- 
ing. Don’t do it again, Mr. Bruce.’ 

“ Bruce sticks to his story; Bruce swears he saw the 
man writing on the captain’s slate. The captain takes 
up theslate and looks at it. 

“Lord save us and bless us!’ says he; “ here the 
writing is, sre enough!’ i 

“Bruce looks at it, too, and sees the writing as plain | 


| as can be, in these words, ‘Steer to the nor’west.’ That, | 


and no more. ‘ Ah, goodness me, narrating is dry work, | 
Mr, Germaine. With your leave, I'll take another drop | 
of the shierry wine. } 
“ Well (it’s fine old wine, that; look at the oily drops | 
running down the pglass)—well, steering to the north- | 
west, you will understand, was out of the captain's , 
course. Nevertheless, finding no solution of the myste- | 
ry on board the ship, and the weather at the time being | 
fine, the captain determined, while the daylight lasted! 
to alter his course, and see what came of it. Toward 
three o'clock in the afternoon an iceberg came of it, | 
with a wrecked ship stove in, and frozen fast to the ice, | 
and the passengers and crew nigh to death with cold 
and exhaustion. Wondertul enough, you will say; but 
more remains behind. As the mate was helping one of 
the rescued passengers up the side of the bark, who 
should he turn out to be but the very man whose 
ghostly appearance Bruce had seen in the captain's | 
cabin writing on the captain's slate! And more than 
that—if your capacity for being surprised isn’t clean 
worn out by this time—the passenger recognized the 
bark as the very vessel which he had seen in a dream at 
noon that day. He had even spoken of it to one of the 
officers on board the wrecked ship when he awoke. ‘ We 
shall be rescued to-day,’ he had said; and he had exactly 
described the rig of the bark hours and hours betore 
the vessel herself hove in view. Now you know, Mr. 
Germaine, how my wife's far-away cousin kept an ap- | 
pointment with a ghost, and what came of it.""* 
Concluding his story in these words, the doctor mplped 
was | 


not satisfied yet; I wanted to know more. 


“The writing on the slate,” I said—*“did it remain 
there, or did it vanish like the writing in my book?” 

Mr. MacGlue's answer disappointed me. He had 
never asked, and had never heard, whether the writing | 
had remained or not, He had told me all that he knew, | 
and he had but one thing more to say, and that was in| 
the nature of a remark, with a moral attached to it. | 

“There’s a marvelous resemblance, Mr. Germaine, 
between your story and Bruce’s story. The main dif- 
ference, as I see it, is this. The passenger's appoint- 
ment proved to be the salvation of a whole ship’s com- 
Ivery much doubt whether the’ lady's appoint- 
ment will prove to be the salvation of you,” 

I silently reconsidered the strange narrative which 
had just been related to.me, Another man had seen 
what I had seen—had done what I proposed todo! My 
‘mother noticed, with grave displeasure, the strong im- 


“I wish you had kept your story to yourself, doctor,” 
she said, sharply. . ae 
“* May Lask why, madam ?” 
“ You haye confirmed my son, sir, in his resolution to 
go to Saint Anthony's Well.’ 
Mr. MacGlue quietly consulted his pocket almanat 
before he replied. - 
“It’s the full moon on the ninth ofthe month,’? he 
said. “That gives Mr. Germaine some days of: rest, 


ma’am, before he takes the journey. If he travels in his m 


own comfortable carriage—whatever I may think, mor- 

ally speaking, of his enterprise—I can't say, medically 

et that I.believe it will do him much harm.” 
“You know where Saint Anthony's Well is?” I inter- 


“I must. be: mighty ignorant of Edinburgh not to 
know that,” replied the dector. ~ 


“Is the well in Edinburgh, then?’ 
“It's just outside Edinburgh—looks down. on ‘it, as | 
you may say. You follow the old street called the Can- | 
ongate to the end. You turn to your might. past the 
famous Palace of Holyrood ; you cross the Park and the 
Drive, and take your way upward to the ruins of An- 
thony’s Chapel, on the shoulder of the hill—and there 
you are! There’s a high rock behind the Chapel, and 
at the foot of it you will find the spring they call An- 
thony's Well. It’s thought a pretty view by moonlight i 
they tell me it's no longer beset at night by bad | 
characters, as it used to be in the old time.” | 
My mother, in ver and graver displeasure, rose to 
retire to the drawing-room. 


“T confess you have disappointed me,” she said to 
Mr. Mac@lue. “T should’ Rave thought you would | 
have been the last man to encourage my son in an act | 
of imprndence.” : 

“Craving your pardon, madam, your son requires ‘no | 
encouragement. I can see for myself that his hind is 
made up. Where is the use of a person like me trying | 
to stop him? Dear madam, if he won’t profit by your | 
advice, what hope can'T have that he will take mine?” . | 


CHAPTER X. 
BAINT ANTHORY’S WELL, 


I sroop on the rocky eminence in front of the ruins 
of Saint Anthony's Chapel, and looked on the magnifi- 
cent view of Edinburgh and of the old Palace of Holy- 
rood, bathed in the light of the tull moon. 

The Well, as the doctor's instructions had informed 
me, was behind the Chapel. I waited for some minutes 
in front of the ruin, partly to recover my breatli after 
ascending the hill; partly, I own, to, master the ner- 
vous agitation which the sense of my position at that 
moment had aroused in me. The woman, or the ap- 
parition of the woman—it might be either—was perhaps 
within a jew yards of the place that I occupied. Nota 
living creature appeared in front of the Chapel. Nota 
sound caught my ear from any part of the solitary hill. 
I tried to fix my whole attention on the beauties of the 
moon-lit view. It was not to be done. My mind was 
far away irom the objects on which my eyes rested. 
My mind was with the’ woman whom I had seen in the 
summer-house writing in my book. 

I turned to skirt the side of the Chapel. A few steps 
more over the broken ground brought me within view 
of the Well, and of the high bowlder or rock from the 
foot of which the waters gushed brightly in the light of 
the moon, 

She was there. 

I recognized her figure as she stood leaning against 
the rock, with her hands crossed in front of her, lost in 
thought. I recognized her face as she looked up quick- 
ly, startled by the sound of my footsteps in the deep 
stillness of the night. 

Was it the woman or the apparition of the woman? I 
waited, looking at her in silence. 

She spoke. The sound of her voice was not the mys- 
terious sound that I had heard in the summer-house. 


| It was the sound Thad heard on the bridge when we 


first met in the dim evening light. 

“Who are you? What do you want!” 

As those words passed her lips, she recognized me. 
“ You here!" she went on, advancing a step, in uncon- 
trollable surprise. “What does this mean ?” ’ 

“Iam here,” I answered, “to meet you by your own 
appointment.” 

She stepped back again, leaning against the rock. The 
moonlight shone full upon her face, There was terror 


| 86 well as astonishment in her eyes while they now 


looked at me. 

“I don't understand you,” she said. “TI have 
not seen you, since you spoke to me on the bridge.’’ 

“ Pardon me," Ireplied. “I haye seen you—or the 
appearance of you—since that time. I heard you speak. 
Igaw you write.” 

She Spoken. at me. with the strangest expression of 
mingled resentment and curiogity. “‘ What did I say ?” 
she asked. ‘ What did I write?” vee hy 

“You said, ‘Remember me. Come to me.’ You 
meek: ‘When the full moon shines on Saint Anthony’s 

‘ell’ eo 

“ Where?’ she cried, “ Where did Ido that?” 

“In a summer-houge which stands by a water-fall,”* I 
answered. ‘Do you know the place?” 

Her head sank back against the rock. A low cry of 
terror burst from her, Her arm, resting on the rock, 
dropped at her side. I hurriedly approached her, in the 
fear that she might fall on the stony ground: 

e rallied her failing strength. ‘Don't touch 
me ” she exclaimed. ‘Stand back, sir. You frighten 


Bos 
I tried to soothe her. “Why do I frighten you? 
You know wholam, Can you doubt my interest in 
hae after I have been the means of saying your 
3 : 
Her reserve yanished in an instant, She advanced 
without hesitation, and took me by the han A 
“T ought to thank you,” she said. “And Ido. Iam 
not so ungrateful as I seem. Iam not a wicked woman, 
sir—I was mad with misery when I tried todrown my- 
self. Don’t distrust me! Don't despise me!” She 
stopped; I saw the tears on her cheeks. With a sudden 
contempt for herself, she dashed thém away. Her 
whole tone and manner altered once more. Her ae 
returned; she looked ct me with a strange flash of sus- 
picion and defiance in her eyes. “ this!" she 
said, londly and abruptly, “you were dreaming when 
you thought you saw me writing. You didn’t see me; 
you never heard mé speak. How could I say those 
familiar words to as er like you? It’s all your 
fancy—and you try to frighten me by talking of it as if 
it was a real thing!”. She changed again; ‘her eyes 
softened to the sad and tender look which made them 
so irresistibly beautiful. She drew her cloak round 
her with a shudder, as if she felt the chill of the night 
air, ‘ What is the matter with me?” I heard her say to 
penpelt. “Why do I trust this man in my dreams? 
And why am I ashamed of it when I wake ?” P 
That strange outburst encou me, I risked 
letting her know that I overheard her last words. 
“If you trust me in your dreams, you only’do me 


Mr., MacGlue pointed this artful compliment by a | Justice,” Isaid. “Do me justice now; give me your 
een 4 confidence 


bow of the deepest respect, and threw open the door for 
my mother to pass out ; i 


When we were left together over our wine, I asked | 
the doctor how soon I might safely start on my journey 
to Edinburgh. - . : ‘ 7 

# Tage two days to do the journey, and you may start | 
if you’re bent op it, at the beuinning of the week. But 
mind this," added the prudent. doctor, “ though I own 
Tm anxious to hear what comes of your expedition— / 
understand at the sume time, so far as the lady is con- | 
cerned, that wash my hands of the consequences.” 


* Phe doctors narrative is not ipazimary.  Thowill be found | 
related ip tull detail, and authentionted Uy vames and dates, { 
in Robert Dale Owen's very interesting work called “ Poot- 
pie 99 fhe Bap ngary of yp hn — machdentaniy | 
es this opportunity o} n is izations: to 
My, Owen's remurkable book. mm agY t 


| you , Want a friend’s help. 


. You are alone — you" are in trouble— 
I am waiting to help 


you. : : , 

She hesitated, I tried to take her hand. ‘The strange 
creature drew it away with acry of alarm : ‘her one 
great fear seemed to the fear of letting me touch 


“Give me time to think’ 6f it;"" she waid. “You 
don't know what I have Ba to think of. Give me till 
to-morrow: and let me write. Are you staying in Ed- 


inburgh ?”” : 
I thought it wise to ‘be satisfied—in a rance at 
| least—with this concession. Taking \ 


Pe * ecard, I 
wrote on it in pencil the, address ‘of the hotel at which 
I was staying. She read the ¢ard ‘by the moonlight 
when lput it into her hand; Se Se On ae 

" !" she repeated to hersel f,etealing another look 
#t me as the name passed her lips. “‘ George Germaine.’ 
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I never heard of ‘Germaine.’ But ‘George’ reminds 
me. of old ‘times.” She smiled sadly at some passing 
fancy or remembrance in which I was not pérmitted to 
share. There is nothing very wonderful in your being 
called ‘George,’ she went on after a while, ‘* The 
name is common enough; one mects with it every 
where as aman's name. And yet"——° Her eyes fin- 
ished the sentence ; her eyes said to me,‘*I am not so 
much afraid of you, now that I know you are ‘called 
“George.” < : 

So Pe unconsciously led me to the brink of discov- 
ery! i ‘ E 

Ii Lhad only asked her what associations she con- 
nectel svith my Christian name—if I'had only per- 
suatel hor to speak in the briefest and most guarded 
ters of apr past life—the barrier between us, which 
the saat .: i our names and the lapse of ten years had 
raise |, 2; 135 have béen broken down ; the revognition 
must). 'swed. ButI never even thought of it: 
aul tuis simple reason—I was in love with her. The 
purely seliis. idea of winning my way to her favorable 


regari, by taking instant advantage of the new interest 


that I had awakened in her, was the one idea which oc- 
curred to my mind. 

“Don’t wait to write to me,”’ I said. “Don't putit 
off till to-morrow. Wao knows what may happen betore 
to-morrow ? Surely I deserve some little return for 
the sympathy that L feel with you ? I don’t ask for 
much. Make ine happy, by raking me of some service 
to you, before we part to-night.’ 

I took ber hand, this time, before she was aware of 
me. The whole woman seemed to yield at’ my tovtch. 
Her hand lay uuresistingly in mine ; het charming‘ fig- 
ure came by soft gradations nearer and nearer to me ; 
her headalmost touched my shoulder. Shemurmuréd 
in faint accents, broken by sighs, “ Don't take advantaye 
of me. Lam so friendless: Lam so completely in'your 
power.” Before [ conld answer, before I could move, 
her hand closed on mine ; her head sank on my shoul- 
der : she burst into tears. " 

,Any man, not an inbred and inborn villain, wonld 
have respected her at that moment. TIput her hand on 
my arm and led her away gently past the ruined Chapel, 
and down. the slope of the nil. ~ merase 

_* This lonely place is frightening you,” I'said. “Let 
us walk a little, and you will soon be yourself again.” 

She smiled through her tears like a child. ateee 

“Yes,” she said eagerly. “ But not that way.” I had 
accidently taken the direction which led away from’ the 
city ; she begged me toturn toward the houses and the 
streets. We walked back toward Edinburgh. ' She eyed 
me, a8.we went on in the moonlight, with’ innocent, 
wondering looks, “What an unaccountable influence 
you have over me !” she exclaimed. | “Did'you ever seo 
me; did you eyer hear my name, before we met that 
evening at the river 2”, % 

“Never.” a 

“And Inever heard your name, and never saw 7ow 
before... Strange ? bas strange! ‘Ah! I rémember 
somebody—only an_old woman, sir—who! might’ once 
haye explained it. Where shall I find the like “of her 
Bok yh a pith iri : - ‘ 

_ She slehed bitterly.. The lost friend or relative had 
evidently been dear to her. “A relation of yours?” I 
inquired—more to keep her talking than because I felt 

y interest in any member of her family but herself. 
@ were again on the brink of discovery. And 
seuie 2 it »was decreed .that we were to adyance no 
farther, : } . 


“Don't ask me about my relations,” she" broke! out. 
“T daren't think of the dead and gone, in the trouble 
that is tr: me now. If I speak of the old times at 


; 


home, I shall only burst out crying again, and distress 
zen, Talk of something else, sir—talk of something 


- ‘ae 
oe oe * * * * * * 


The mystery of the apparition in the summér-house 
was not cleared up yet. I took my opportunity of ap- 


meen’ subject. : 
»‘ You spoke a little while sinco of dreaming of me,”’ I 
began. ‘ Tell me your dream.” 
“T hardly know whether, it was a dream or whether 
‘it. was something else,” she answered. “TI call it a 
want of a better word.’” ~ eek 


me it hay at night?” ” 
a a Re In the day time—in the afternoon.” 
uy ye the anengoes rem : 
« Yes—close on the eve my : 
we ADDIS reverted “to tho Ka ia fear of _ 
8 AS er, whose ghos: “ double” 
a ae ac the aaa that was to awa him, and who 
. had elf seen that vesselinadream. — 
“Do you remember the day of the month and the 


by ?t Lasked. - 4 

¥ 1e oned the day, and she mentioned the hour. 
It mabiie ay when my mother and I had visited the 
water-fall! It was the hour when I had seen the appa- 
tion inthe summer-house writing in my book ! 

I stonped in irrepressible astonishment. ‘We had 
walked by this time nearly aa far on our way back to 
the city,as the old Palace of Holyrood. My companion, 
after,a glance at me, turned and looked at the rugged 

old building, mellowed into quiet beauty by the lovely 
moonlight. - 

“ This.is my favorite walk,’’ she said, simply, “ since 
I have been in Edinburgh. I don’t mind the loneliness. 


i , erfect tranquillity here at night.” She 
seed ath i again. ‘ Whatis the matter ve she asked. 


4 othing;, you only look at me.” ; 
sap ties of your dream,” I said. ‘How 


come to be sleeping in the day-time ?”” 
_ “lt ds not t Q 
plied, as we walked on again. .‘ I was miserably anxi- 


I felt my hely tion keenly on 
 Sutdlene ate dant tim, rete, an get 


no appetite. inn where I was 


all consciousness of what was going on about me, and I 
got some other consciousness in its place. If this was 
dreaming, I can only say it was the most vivid dream I 
ever had in my life.’ ’ 

“ Did it begin by your seeing me?’”’ Linquired. 

“It began by my seeing your drawing-book—lying 
open on a table in a summer-house."’ 

2 Can you describe the .summer-house as you saw 
iter ; 

She described not only the summer-house, but the 
view of the water-fall from’ the door. She knew the 
size, she knew the binding, of my sketch-book— 
locked wp in my desk,at that moment, at home in 
Perthshire. 


“And you wrote in the book,’ I went on. “Do you | 


remember what you wrote ?” 

She looked away trony me confusedly, as if she was 
ashamed to recall this part of her dream. 

“You have mentioned it already,’ she said. “ There 
is no need forme to godver the words again, Tell me 


| one thing—when you were at the summer-house, did 


you wait a little on the path to the door before you 
went in?’ 

I had waited, surprised by my first view of (the wo- 
man Writing in my book. Having answered her to this 
effect, I asked what she had done or dreamed of doing 


| at the later moment when I-entered the summer- 


house. , 

“T did the strangest things,” she said, inlow, wonder- 
ing tones. ‘If you had been my brother, I could hardly 
have treated you more familiarly. I beckoned to you to 
come to me. I even laid my hand on your bosom. I 
spoke to you as I might Nave spoken to, my oldest and 
dearest friend. [said, ‘Remember me,..Come to me.’ 
Oh, I was so ashamed of myself when I came tomy 


| Senses again, and recollected it! -Was there ever such 


familiarity—even in a dream—between a woman and a 
min whom she had only once seen, and then as a per- 
fect stranger ?’’ ‘ 

“ Did you notice ‘how long it was,’’ Lasked, “ from the 
time when you lay down on the bed to the time when 
you found yourself awake again ?"’ 

“TIthink I.can tell you,”-she replied. “It was the 
dinner-time ofthe house(as I said just now) when I 
went up-stairs.. Not long after Lhad come to myselfI 
heard a church clock strike the hour. Reckoning trom 
onetime to the other, it must have been quite three 
hours from the time when I first lay down to the time 
when I got up again?” 

Was the clew to the mysterious disappearance of the 
writing to be found here ? } 

Looking back by the light of later discoveries, I am 
inclined to think that it was. In three hours the lines 
traced by the apparition of her had vanished. In three 
hours she had come to herself, and had felt ashamed of 
the familiar manner in which she had communicated 
with re in her sleeping state. While she had’ trusted 
me jn the trance—trnusted me because her spirit was 
then free to recognize my spirit—the writing had re- 


mained on the page. When her Mee Bie counter- 
acted the influence of her sleeping will, the writing dis- 
appeared. Is thisthe explanation? If it is not, where 
is the xpanatios te be found? . . ® 
‘6 walked on ‘il we reached the part of the Can- 
DengetA Street in which she lodged. We stopped at the 
oor. , —— 


CHAPTER XI. 
: THE, LETTER OF INTRODUCTION. 


I Looxen at the house. It was an inn, of no great size, 
but of respectablé appearance. If I was to be of any use 
to her that night, the time had come to speak of othér 
subjects than the subject of dreams, ' z. 

“ After all that you told me,” I said, “I will not ask 
you to admit me any farther into your confidénce until 
we meet again. Only let me hearhow I canrelieve your 
most pressing anxieties. What are your plans? Can 
ron anything to help them before you go to rest to- 
night?” ‘ , 

She thanked me warmly, and hesitated, looking up 

, the street and down the street in evident embarassment 
what to say next. rf 
 “Doyou propose staying in Edinburgh ?’* I asked, 

“Ohno! I do not wish to remain in Seotland. I 
want to go much farther away. I think I should do bet- 
ter in London; at some respectable milliner’s, if I could 
be properly recommended. Iam quick at my needle, 
and I understand cutting out. Or Icould keep accounts, 
if—if anybody would trust me.” 

She stopped, and looked at me doubtingly, as if she 
felt far from sure, poor soul, of winning my confidence 
to.begin with. I acted on that hint, with the headlong 
impetuosity of a man who was in loye. 


“T can give you exactly the recommendation you 
want,” I said, ‘ Whenever you like. Now, if you would 
prefer it.” 


Her charming features brightened with pleasure. 
“Oh, you are indeed a friend to me!” she said, impul- 
sively. face clouded again—she saw my proposal in 
anew light. “ Eve I 44 right,” she asked, sadly, “to 
accept what you offer me ?” 

“Let me give :you the letter,” I answered, “and 
for yourself whether you will ase’it or 


eas. to say what seas oing,”” she re- | Reckless what I said or what I did, Iintroduced myself 


such a postsc: 


can look at another under certain circumstances, and 
left, us by ourselves. 

It was the first time I had ever been in a room with 
her alone. The embarassing sense of her position had 
heightened her color and brightened her eyes. She 
stood, leaning one hand on the table, confused and'irre- 
solute, her firm and supple figure falling into an atti- 
tude of unsought grace which it was literally a luxury 
to look at. Isaid nothing; my eyes confessed my ad- 
miration ; the writing materials lay untouched before 
me on the table. How long the silence might have 
lasted I cannot say. She abruptly broke it. Her instinct 
warned her that silence might have its dangers, in our 
position. She turned to me with an effort: she said, 
uneasily, “I don’t think you ought to write your létter 
to-night, sir.” 

“Why not?” 

“You know nothing of me. Surely you ought not to 
recommenda person who isastranger to you? And I 
am, worse than a stranger. I am a miserable wretth who 
has tried to commit a gréat sin—I have tried to destroy 
myself. Perhaps the misery I was in might “be some 
excuse for me, if you knew it. You ought to know it. 
But it’s so late to-night, and’ I am so sadly tired—and 
there are some things, sir, which it is not easy for a wo- 
man to speak of in thé presence of a man.” 

Her head sank on her bosom ; her delicate lips trem- 
bled a little; she said no more. The way to re-assuro 
and console her Jay plainly enough "before me, if I 
chose to take if. Without stopping to think, I 
took it. 

Reminding her that she had hersélf proposed writing 
to me when we net that evening, I suggested that she 
should wait to,tell me the sad story of her troubles 
until it was convenient to her to send me the narrative 
in the form of a letter. “In the méan time,” T added, 
“T have the most perfect confidence in you: and T’ beg 
as a favor that you will let me put it to the proot. I 
can introduce you to a dress-maker in London who is at 
the head of a large establishment—and Iwill do it be- 
fore IL leave you to-night.” * 

I dipped Th ee in the ink as Isaid the words. Let 
me coniess frankly the lengths to which thy infatuation 
Jedme. The dress-maker to whom TI had alluded had 
been my mother’s maid in former years; and had been 
established in business with money lent by my late 
step-father, Mr. Germaine. I used both their names 
without scruple ; and J wrote my recommendation in 
terms which the best living women’and the ablest of 
existing dress-makers could never have hoped to merit. 
Will any body find excuses for me? Those rare persons 
who have been in love, and who have not completely 
forgotten it yet, may perhaps find excuses for me. I 
matters little; I don’t deserve it. : : 

I handed her the open letter to read. 

She blushed delightfully; she cast one tenderly grate- 
ful look at me, which I remembered but too well for 
many and many an after day. The next moment, to 
my astonishment, this changeable creature’ changed 
again. Some forgotten consideration seemed to have 
occurred to her, She turned pale; the soft lines of 
pleasure in. Re Bae ardened, little by little ; sho ro- 
gatdeil me with the saddest look of confusion and dis- 

ress. Putting the letter down before me on thé table, 
she said, timidly, ; “ “We AM 

“ Would you mind adding a postscript, sir?” : 

I suppressed all appearance of surprise as well as T 
could, and took up my pen again. 

“ Would you please say,” she went on, “that I am 
only to be taken on trial, at first? Iam/n6t'to be en- 
gaged for more’’—her yoice sank lower and lower, So 
that, I could barely hear. the next words—“for’moro 
than three months, certain.” 19 pdt ind 

Jt was not in human nat perhaps T ought to sdy 
it was-not in the nature of a man who was in my sitti- 
ation—to refrain from showing some curiosity, on Belg 
asked to sep enieny 8 letter of recommendation by 
pt as this. f 

Ne you some other émployment in prospect ?"" I 
asked. ‘ . J 

“ None,” she answered, with her head down, and her 
eyes avoiding mine. r+ tnd . 

An unworthy doubt of her—the mean offspring ‘ot 
jealousy—found its way into my mind, cor 

“ Have you some absent friend,” I went on, “who is 
likely to prove a better friend than I'am, if you only 
give him time!’ © ' b dey 

She lifted her noble’ head. Her grand guileless gray 
eyes rested on me with a look of patient reproach. 

“T have not got a friend in the world,” she said; “For 
God’s sake ask me no more questions to-night!” 

Trose and rr her the letter once more—with tho 
postscript added, in her own words. 

We stood together by the table;.we looked. at each 
other in # momentary silence. - 

“How can I thank you?” she murmured,. softly. 
“Oh, sir, I will indeed be worthy of the confidence that 
you have shown in me!” Her eyes moistened; her 
variable color came and went; her 
over the lovely outline of her bosom. . I don't believa 
the man lives who could have resisted her at that mo- 
ment. TI lost all power of restraint; I caught her in my 
arms; I whispered, “Tlove you!” I ki her passion- 
ately. Fora moment she lay helpless and trembling 
on my breast; for a moment her fragrant lips softly re- 
turned the kiss, In an instant more it was over, She 
tore herself away with a shudder that shook her from 
head to foot—and threw the letter that I had, given te 
her indignantly at my feet. . « t 

“How dare you take advantage of me? How dare you 
touch me?” she said. “Take your letter mi 
refuse to receive it; I will never speak to you again, 
You don’t know what you have done. You lon’t now 
how deeply you have wounded me. ¥ y’ she cried, 
throwing herself in despair on @ sofa that oe near 


‘hor—‘ shall I ever ea 


-respect? shall I 
ever forgive myself for na done fo-nig it?” 


Timplored her pardon; I assured her of my repent- 
ance and regret Ms words which did really come from 


heaved softly _ 


‘ 
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my heart. The violence of her agitation more than dis- 
tressed me—I was really alarmed by it. 

She composed herself aiter awhile. She rose to her 
feet with modest dignity, and silently held out her 
fand in token that my repentance was accepted. 

“Y5u will give me time for atonement?’ I pleaded. 
“You will not lose all confidence in me? Let me see 
you ayain, if itis only toshow that Lam not quite un- 
wortiy of your pardon—at your own time; in the pres- 
ence of anothér person if you like.” 

“TI will write to you,” she: said. 

““fo-morrow ?"" 

“To-morrow.” 

a I took up the letter of recommendation from the 
oor. 

“ Make your goodness to me complete,” I said. ‘Don't 
mortity me by refusing to’take my letter.” F 

“I will take your letter,”"she answered, quietly. 
“Thank you for writing if. Leave me now, please. 
Good-night.” 

I left her, pale and-sad, with my letter in her hand, 
T lett her, ‘with my mind in a tumult of contending 
emotions, which graduaMy resolved themselves into 
tivo more master-feclings as I walked on: Love, that 
adored her more fervently than ever; and Hope, that 
et the prospect before me of seeing her again on the 
next day. 


CHAPTER. XII. 
THE DISASTERS OF MRS. VAN BRANDT. 


® A MAN who passes his evening as I had passed mine, 
Miay go to bed afterward if he has nothing better to do, 
But he must not rank among the number of his reason- 
able anticipations the expectation of getting a night’s 
rest. The morning was well advanced, and the hotel 
wus astir, before I at last closed my eyes in slumber. 
When I awoke, my watch informed me that it was close 
on noon. ? 

Trang the bell. My servant appeared with a letter in 
his hand. It had been lett for me, three hours since, by 
a lady who hadydriven to the hotel door in a carriage, 
and had then driven: away again. The man had found 
me sleeping. whenshe, entered) my bed-chamber, and, 
Naving received no orders’ to wake me oyernight, had 
left the letter’on the sitting-room table until he heard 
‘My bell. « ? ‘ 

Easily guessing who my'!Correspondent was, I opened 
the letter’ Aninclosure fell out of it—to, which, for the 
moment, 1 paid no-attention, The letter was the one 
object of interest to me. [turned eagerly to the first 
lines. They announced that the writer had escaped me 
for the second time; early that morning she had left 


Edinburgh. The paper inclosed proved to be my letter | 


of introduction to the dressanaker, returned to me. 

; Il was more than angry with her—l felt her second 
flight from meas a downright outrage. In five minutes 
I had hurried on my elotlies, and was on my way to the 
inn in the Canongate as fast as a horse could draw me. 

‘The servants could give me'no information. Her 
escape had been effected without her knowledge. 
Tlie landlady, to whom I next addressed myself, de- 
liberately declined to assist me in any way whatever. 
“TI have given the lady my promise,” said this ob- 
stinate person, “to answer not one word to any ques- 
tion that you may ask me about‘her. In my belief, she 
is acting as becomes'an honest woman in removing her- 
self from any further communication with you. Lsaw 
you through the key-hole last night, sir. I wish you 
good-morning.” ¥ . 
Returning to my hotel, I lefp no attempt to discover 
her untried, I traced the coachman who had driven 
her. He had set her down ata shop, and had then been 
dismissed. I questioned the shop-keeper, .He remem- 
dered that he had sold some articles of linen to a lady 
with her veil down and a traveling-bag in her hand, and 
he remembered no more. I circulated a description of 
her in the different coach offices. Three“ elegant young 
ladies, with their veils down, and with traveling- in 
their bands,” answered to the description : and which 
of the three was the fugitive of whom I was in search, 
it was impossible to discover. In the days of railways 
and electric telegraphs I might have succeeded in 
tracing her. In the days of which Iam now writing, 
‘She set investigation at defiance. 
I read and re-read her letter, on the chance that some 
slip of the pen might furnish the clew which I had 
failed to find in any other way. Here is the narrativd 


that she addresséd to me, copied from the original, word 
for word : 


“Dear Srr,—Forgive me for leaving you in, as T 
left you in Perthshire. After what tbk pats ae night, 
T have no other choice (knowing my own weakness, and 
the influence that you seem to haye over me) than to 
thank you gratefully for your kindness, and to bid you 
farewell. My sad position must be my excuse for sep- 
arating myself from you in this rude manner, and for 
ypoturing te send you back your letter of introduction. 
IfT use the letter, I only offer you 4 means of commu- 
nicating with me. For your sake, as well ag for mine, 
this mustnot be. [must never give you a second op- 
portunity of kate Way you love ine; I must go away, 
‘ leaving no trace behind by which you can! possibly dis- 
cover me, 2 

» But I can not forget that owe 
compassion and your courage. 
have aright to know what the provocation was that 
drove me to, drowning myself, and what my’ sitnation 
is, now that Lam (thanks to you) still, a living woman. 
Yon shall hear my sad story, sir; and I will try to tell 
it as briefly as possible. : ‘ 

“I was married, not very long since, toa Dutch gen- 


You, who saved me, 


th hose name is Van Brandt. Please exeuse 

pase to family particulars, T have ‘@ndeavdred t 
write and tell you about my dear lost father'and my old 
home. it the tears come into my eyes when T think 


of my ha ast life. Treally cannot see the lines as I 
try to witte thers: 


™y poor life to your | 


‘Let me, then, only say that Mr. Van Brandt was well 


| recourmended to my good father before I married. I 


have only now discovered that he obtained these recom- 
mendations from his friends under a false pretense, 
which itis needless to trouble you by mentioning in 
detail. Ignorant of what he had done, I lived with him 
happily. Icannot truly declare that lie was the object 
of my first love, but he was the one person in the*world 
whom I had to look up to after my father’s death. I 
esteemed him and respected him, and, it I may say so 
without vanity, I did indeed make him a good wile. 
“So the time went on, sir, prosperously enough, 


until the evening came when you and I met on the) 
| pressed by my 


bridge. 
“1 was out alone in the garden, trinming the shrubs, 


| when the muaid-seryant came and told ‘me there*was a 


foreign lady in a carriage at the door who desired to say 
a word to Mrs. Van Brandt. I sent the maid on beiore 
to show her into the sitting-room, and I followed to re- 
ceive my visitor as soon as I had made myself tidy, 
She was a dreadful woman, with a flushed fiery face and 
impudent bright eyes. ‘Are you Mrs. Van Brandt?’ 
she said. I answered,‘ Yes.’ ‘Are you really married 
to him?’ she asked me. That question (naturally 
enough, I think) upset my temper. I said, ‘How dare 
you doubtit?’ She laughed in my face. ‘Send for 
Van Brandt,’ she said. I went out into the passage, and 
called him down from the room up stairs in which he 
was writing, ‘Ernest,’ I said,’ ‘here is a person who 
has insulted me. Come down directly.’ He left his 
room the moment he heard me. The woman followed 
me out into the passage to meet him. She made him 
® low curtsey. He turned deadly pale the moment 
he set eyes on her.. That frightened ime. I said 
to him, ‘For God’s sake, what does this mean?’ 
He took me by the arm, and he answered, ‘You shall 
know soon, Go back to,your)gardening, and don’t re- 
turn to the house till Isend for you.’. His looks were 
so shocking, he was so. unlike himself, that I declaré he 
daunted me. I let him take me as far as the garden 
door. He squeezed my hand. ‘For my sake. darling,’ 
heiwhispered, ‘do what ask of you.’ I went.into the 
garden and sat me down on the negrest bench, and 
waited impatiently for what was to come. 

“How long a time passed I don’t know. 
got to such a pitch at last that I could bear it no 
longer. I ventured back to the house: 

“Thistened in the passage, and heard nothing. I went 
close to the parlor door, and still there was silence: I 
took courage, and opened the door. 

“The room was empty. There was a letter on the 
table. It was in my husband's handwriting, and it was 
addressed tome. I opened it and read it. The letter 
told me that I was deserted, disgraced, and ruined, The 
woman with the fiery face and the impudent eyes was 
Van Brandt's lawful wife. She had given’ him. his 
choice of going away with her at once or of’ being 
prosecuted for bigamy. He had gone’ away with her— 
gone, and left me. . ‘ 

“Remember, sir, that I had@ lost both father and 
mother, I had no friends, I was alone in the world, 
without a creaturé near to comfort or ad¥ise me. And 
please to bear in mind that I have a temper which feels 
even the smallest slights and injuries very ngs 2 Do 
you wonder at what I had it in my thoughts to do that 
evening on the bridge ? 

“Mind this; I believe I should never haye attempted 
to destroy myself if I could only have burst.out crying. 
No tears came to me. Adull, stunned feeling took a hold 
like a vise on my head and on my h + IT walked 
straight to the river. I said to myself, quite calmly, as 
=e along, ‘ 7here is the end of it,and the sooner the 

er,” at 

“What happened after that, you know as well. as I do. 
I may get on to the next morning—the morning 
ely Iso ungratefully left you at the inn by the river- 
side. : 

“Thad but one reason, sir, for going away by the first 
conveyance that I could find to take me, and, this was 
the fear that Van Brandt might discover me if I re- 
mained in Perthshire. The letter that he had left on 
the table was full of expressions of love and remorse, to 
say ne of excuses of his infamons behavior to me. 
He declared that he had been entrapped into a private 
marriage with a profligate woman when he was little 
more thanalad. They had long since separated by 
common consent. When he first courted me, he had 
every reason to believe that she was dead. How he had 
been deceived in this particular, and how she had dis- 
covered that he had married me, he had yet to find ont. 
Knowing her furious temper, he had gone away with 
her, as the one means yA was re? an application to 
the justices, anda scan: in the neighborhood. In a 
day or'two he would purchase his release from her by 
an addition to the allowance which she had already re- 
ceived from him; he would return to me and take me 
abroad, out ofthe way of further annoyance. 1 was his 
wife in the sight of Heaven; I was the only woman he 
bad ever loved; and so on, and so on. 

“Do you now. see, sir, the risk that I ran of his 
discovering mo. if I remained in your neighborhood ? 
fhe bare thought of it made my flesh creep. t was deter- 


‘mined never again to see.the man who had so cruelly 


deceived me. Lamin the same mind still—with this 
difference, that I might consent to see him, if ‘Icould be 
positively assured first of the death of his Wite. That 


, is not likely to happen. Let me get on with my letter, 


and tell you what [did on my arrival ju Edinburgh. 
“The coachinan recommended me to the house in the 
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My arxiety | 


u 


expressed themselves civilly enough. Moreover, they 
did certainly lend me a small, sum of money, when they 
found how poorly my purse was furnished. ButI don’t 
think either husband or wife felt much forme. They 
recommended me, at parting, to apply to my father’s 
other relatives living in England. I may be doing them 
an injustice, but I fancy they were eager to get me (as 
the common phrase is) off their hands. 

“The'day when the departure of my relatives left me 
friendless was also the day, sir, when I had that dream 
or vision of you which Ihave already related. Ilinger- 
éd on at the house in the Canongate, partly because the 
landlady was kind to me, partly because 1 was so de- 
position that I really did not know what 
to do next. 

““Jn this wretched condition you discovered me on 
that favorite walk of mine from Holyrood to Saint An- 
thony’s Well. Believe me, your kind interest in my 
fortunes has not been thrown away on an ungrateful 
woman. I could ask Providence tor no greater blessing 
than to find a brother anda friend in you. You have 
Yourself destroyed that hope by what you said and 
did when we were together in the ,parlor. 1 don't 
blame you ; Iam afraid my manner (without my know- 
ing it) might have seemed to give you some encourage- 
ment. Iam only sorry—very, very sorry—to have no 
honorable choice left but never to see you again. 

“ After much thinking, I hayé inade up my mind to 
speak to those other relatives of my father to whom I 
have not yet applied. The ehancethat they may help 
me to earn an honest living is the one chance> that I 
have left. God bless you, Mr. Germaine! I wish you 
prosperity and happiness irom the bottom of my heart ; 
and remain, your grateful servant, 

. “M. Vax Branpr. 

“P.S.—I sign my own name (or tle name whieh I enca 
thought was mine) as a proof that I have honestly 
written the truth about myself, from first tolast. For 
the future I must, for satety’s sake, live under some 
other name. Ishould like to Ag back tomy name when 
Iwas a happy girl at home. But Van Brandt knows it ; 
and, besides, 1 have (no matter how innocently) dis- 
graced it. Good-by again, sir; and thank you again.” 

So the letter concluded. 

I read it in the temper of a thoroughly disappointed 
and thoroughly unreasonable man. Whatever poor 
Mrs, Van Brandt had done,she had done wrong. It 
was wrong of her, in the first place, to have married at 
all. It was wrong of her to contemplate receiving Mr. 
Van Brandt again, even if his lawful wife had died in the 
interval. It was wrong of her to return my letter of in- 
troduction, after I had given myself the trouble of al- 
tering it to suit her se apt fancy. It was wrong of 
her to take an absurdly prudish view of astolen kiss 
and a tender declaration, and to fly from mé as if I was 
as great ascoundrel as Mr. Van Brandt himself. And 
last, and more than all, it was wrong of her to sign her 
Christian. name in initial only. Here I was, passion- 
ately in love with a woman, and not knowing by what 
fond name to identify her in my thoughts! “M. Van 
Brandt!’ I might call her Maria, sepa ig Martha, 
Mabel, Magdalen, Mary—no, not Mary. The old boy- 
ish love was dead and gone, but Iowed some t to 
the memory of it. If the “Mary”’’ of my early days 
was still living, and if I had met her, would she haye 
treated me as t/iis woman had treated me? Never! It 
was an injury to ‘‘ Mary” to think even of that heart- 
less creature by her name. Why think of her’at all ? 
Why de 6 myself by trying to puzzle out a means of 
tracing her in her letter? It was sheer folly to'attempt 
to tracea woman who had gone I knew not whither, 
and who herself informed me that she meant to 
under,an assumed name, Had I Jost all pride, all self- 
respect? In the flower of my age, with a handsome for- 
tune, with thé world before me, full of interesting female 
faces and charming female figures, what course did it 
become me to take? To go back to my country-honse, 
and mope over the loss of a woman who had deliber- 
ately deserted me? or to send for a courier and a travel- 
ing carriage and forget her gay!y among foreign people 
and foreign scenes? In the state of my temper at that 
moment the idea of'a pleasure tour in Europe fred my 
imagination, I first astonished the people at the hotel 
by ordering all further inquiries after the missing Mrs. 
Van Prandt to be stopped; and then I opened my 
writing-desk and wrote to tell my mother frankly and 
fully of my new plans. lw 

The answer arrived by return of post. . 

To bo surprise and delight, my good mother wae not 
satis! with only formally approving of my new reso- 
lution. With an energy which I had not ventured to 
expect from her, she had made all her arrangements for 
leaving home, and had started for Edinburgh to join 
me as my trayeling companion. “Yon shall not go 
away alone,”’ she wrote, “ while I have strength and 
spirits to keep you company.” ie : 

In three days from the time when I read those words _ 
our preparations were completed, and we were on our 
way to the Continent. , 


ane——ey 
NOT CURED YET. 


WE visited France, Germany, and Italy; and we were 
absent from England nearly two years. F 
Had time and change justified my co: 
them ? Was the image of Mrs. Van Brandt an 


in 
long 


Ganca gece where you found me lodging. I wrote the | since dismissed from my mind? 


same day to relatives of my father, living in Glasgow, to 
tell them where I was, and in . 
found myself. mah " 
“Twas answered by return of post. ‘The head of the 
family and his wife uested 
ing them in Glasgow.) 
which would e them, to F 
expect to see them both with the least possible aha 
“They arrived, as they had promised, and 


No! Do what I might, I was atill (in the prophetic 


at a forlorn position I | language of Dame Dermody) taking the way ion. 

: with my kindred’ spirit in the time tocome. For the 

first two or three months of our travels I haunted 

to refrain from visit-| by dreams of the woman who had so resolutely left me. 

y musiness then in hand |/Seeing her in my sleep, always, i ys charm- 
urgh, and I might| ing, always modestly tender toward me, I waited in 


‘the ardent hope of again beholding the apparition of 


hey | Her in my waking hours~of again being summoned ta 
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meet her ata given place and time. My anticipations 
were not fulfilled; no apparition showed itself. The 
dreams themselves grew less. frequent and less vivid, 
and then ceased altogether. Was this asign that the 
days of her adversity were at an end? Having no fur- 
ther need of help, had she no further remembrance of 
the man who tried tohelp her? Were we never to 
meet again ? ’ 

I said to myself, ‘I am unworthy of the name of man 
if I'don't forget her now!’ She still kept her place in 
my memory, say what I might. j 

I saw all the wonders of Nature and Art which foreign 
countries could show me. I lived in the dazzling light 
of the best society that Paris, Rome, Vienna could as- 
semble. I passed hours on hours in the company of the 
most accomplished and most beautiful women whom 
Enrope could produce—and still that solitary figure at 
Saiut Anthony’s Well, those grand gray eyes that had 
rested on me so sadly at parting, held their place in my 
memory, stamped their image on my heart. 

Whether I resisted my infatuation, or whether I sub- 
mitted to it, I still longed f rher. I did all I could to 
conceal the state of my mind from my mother, But 
her loving eyes discovered the secret ; she saw that I 
fuffered, and suffered with me. More than once she 
8 id, “ George, the good endis not to be gained by tray- 

ling; let us go home!” More than once I answered, 
with the bitter and obstinate resolution of despair, 
“No! Let us try more new people and more new 
e-enes.” If was only when I found her health and 
#trenyth beginning to fail under the stress of continual 
traveling that I consented to abandon the hopeless 
search after oblivion, and to turn homeward at last. 

I prevailed on my mother to wait and rest at my 
louse in London before she returned to her favorite 
abode at the country-seat in Perthshire. 
to say that I remained in town with her. 


My mother 


now represented the one interest that held me nobly | 


und en ngly to life. Politics, literature, agriculture 
—the customary pursuits of a men in my position— 
had none of them the slightest attraotion for me, 

me: had arrived in London at what is called “the 
height of the season.”” Among the operatic attractions 
of that year—I am writing of the days when the ballet 
was still a popular form of public entertainment—there 
was a certain dancer whose grace and beauty were the 
cbjects of universal admiration. Iwas asked if I had 
seen her, wherever I went, until my social position, as 
the one man who was indifferent to the reigning god- 
dess of thestage, became quite unendurable. On the 
next occasion when I wasinvited to take a seat ina 
friend's box, Laccepted the proposal; and (far from will- 
ingly) I went the way of the world—in other words, I 
went to the opera. 

The first part of the performance had concluded when 
we got to the theater, and the ballet had not yet begun. 
My friends amused themselves with looking for familiar 
tacesin the boxes and stalls. I took a chairin a corner 
and waited with my mind far away from the theater, 


for the dancing that was tocome, The lady who sat | 


nearest to me (like ladies in general) disliked the neigh- 
borhood ofa silent man. She determined to make me 
talk to.her, 3 

“Do tell me, Mr. Germaine,” she said. “Did you ever 
sce a theater anywhere so full as'this theater is to-night?” 

She handed me her opera-glass as she spoke. I 
moved to the frout of the box to look at the audience. 

It was certainly a wonderful sight. Every available 
atom of space (aa I gradually raised the glass from the 
floor to the ceiling of the building) appeared to be 
occupied. Looking upward and upward, my range of 
view gradually reached the gallery, Even at that 
distance, the excellent glass which had been put into my 
hands brought the faces of the audience close to me. 
I looked first at the persons who occupied the front row 
of seats in the gallery-stalls. 

Moving the ener wal slowly along the semi-circle 
formed by the seats, I suddenly stopped when I reachod 
the middle. hank 

My heart gave.a great leap as ifit would bound ont of 
my body, There was no mistaking taf face among 
the commonplace faces near it. Ihad discovered Mra, 
Yan Brandt! : 

She rat in front—but not alone. There was a man in 
the stall immediately behind her, who bent over her 
and spoke to her from time totime. She listened tohim, 
so far a8 I could see, with bape | ot asad and weary 
look. Who was the mau’, I might or might not, find 
that out. Under any circumstances, I determined to 
speak to Mra. Van Brandt. 

The curtain rose for the ballet. I made the best 
og I could to my friends, and instantly left the 

OX. 

It waa useless to attempt to purchase admission’ to 
the gallery. My monsy was refused. There was not 
even standing room lett in that part of the theater. 

But one alternative remained. I returned to the 
street, to wait for Mrs, Van Brandt at the gallery door 
until the performance was over. , 

Who was the man in attendance on her—the man 
whom I had seen sitting behind her, and talking famil- 
jurly over her shoulder? While I paced backward and 
forward before the door, that oné question held posses- 
sion of my mind, until the oppression of it grew beyond 
endurance. I went back to my friends in the box, 
simply and solely to look at the man again. 

What excuses I made to account for my strange con- 
duct I¢annot now remember.. Armed once more with 
the lady's glass (I borrowed it and kept it without 
scruple), I alone, of all that vast audience, turned my 
back on the stage, and riveted my attention on the 


There ho sat, in his place behind her, to all appearance 

2 | by the fascinations of the graceful dancer, 

. Van Brandt, on the contrary, seemed to find but 
little attraction in the spectacle presented by the stage. 
She looked at the dancing (so tar as 1 could ore fe Ss 
aheent, weary manner. en the applause ke 


out in & perfect frenzy of cries and clapping ef bands, 


It is needless | 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


pervaded the theater. The man behind her (annoyed 
asIsupposed, by the marked indifference which she 
showed to the performance) tapped her impatiently on 
the shoulder, as if he thought that she was quite 
capable of falling asleep in her stall. The familiarity of 
the acdes —conmeriie ep suspicion in my mind which 
had already identified him with Van Brandt—so enraged 
me that I said or did something which obliged one of 
the gentlemen in the box to interfere. 

“Tf you can’t control yourself,” he whispered, “ you | 
had better leave us.” } 

He spoke with the authority ot an old friend. I had | 
sense enough left to take his advice, and return to my | 
post at the gallery door, | 

A little before midnight the performance ended. The 
audience began to pour out of the theater. 

I drew back into a corner behind the door, facing the 
gallery stairs, and watched for her. After an interval 
which seemed to be endless, she and her companion 
appeared, slowly descending the stairs. She worea 
long dark cloak; her head was protected by a quaintly 
shaped hood, which looked (on Jer) the most becoming 
head-dress that a woman could wear. As the two 
passed me, I heard the man speak to her in a tone of 
mnuch annoyance. 

“It’s wasting money,” he said, ‘to vo to the expense 
| of taking you to the opera.” 

; “Iam not well,” she answered, with her head down | 
| and her eyes on the ground. “1 am out of spirits to- 
| night.”” 

“Will you ride home or walk ?” 

| “I will walk, if you please.’’ | 
I followed them unperceived, waiting to present my- | 
| self to her until the crowd about them had dispersed. | 
| In a few minutes thoy turned into a quiet by-street. I/ 
quickenéd my pace until I was close at her side, and | 
then took off my hat and spoke to her. | 

She recognized me with a cry ot astonisliment. For 
| an instant her fuce brightened radiantly with the love- 

Hest expression of delight that I ever saw on any 
| human countenance. The moment atter, all was 

changed. The charming features saddened and har- | 
! dened. She stood before me like a women overwhelmed ! 
| by shame—without uttering a word, without taking my | 
offered hand. 

Her companion broke the silence. 
pact Who is this gentleman 7’ he asked, speaking in a} 

foreign accent, with an under-bred insolence of tone / 
and manner. 


“This is Mr, Germaine,” she answered: “a gentleman 
who was very kind to mein Scotland.” She raiséd her 
eyes for a moment to mine, and touk refuge, poor soul, 
in a conventionally polite inquiry after my health, “TI 
hope you are quite well, Mr. Germaine,” said the soft, | 
sweet voice, trembling piteously. 


had seen her at the opera. “Are you staying in Lon- 
don?" Lasked, ‘May I have the honor of calling on 
you?” 

a“ companion answered for her betore she could 
speak. 

“My wife thanks you, sir, for the compliment you 
pay her. She doesn't receive visitors. We both wish 
| you good-night.” 4 . 
| Saying those words, he took off his hat with a sar- 

donic assumption of respect; and holding her arm in 
his, forced her to walk on abruptly with him. Feeling 
| certainly assured by this time that the man was no 
other than Van Brandt, I was on the point of answer- 
ing him sharply, when Mrs. Van Brandt. checked the 
rash words as they rose to myNips. 

“ For my sake!’ she whispered, over her shoulder, | 
with an imploring look that instantly silenced me. 
After all, she was free (if she liked) to go back to the 

| man who had so vilely deceived and deserted her. I 
' bowed and left them, feeling with uo common bitter- 
/ ness the humiliation of entering iuto rivalry with Mr. 
Van Brandt. 

I crossed to the other side of the street. Before I had 
taken three steps away from her, the old infatuation 
fastened its hold on me again. I submitted, without a 
struggle againat myself, to the degradation of turning 
spy and following them home. eeping well behind, 
on the opposite side of the way, I tracked them to 

‘their own door, and entered in my pocket-bbok the 
name of the street and the number of the house, 
The hardest critic who reads these lines cannot feel 
more contemptuonsly toward me than I felt toward 
myself, Could I still love a woman atter she had de- 
| liberately preferre/l to mo a scoundrel who had married 
her while he was the husband of another wife? Yes ! 
Knowing what Inow knew,I felt that I loved her just 
jas dearly aa ever, It was incredible, it was shock- 
ling; butit was true. For the first time in my 
‘life, I tried to take refage from my sense of my own 
| degradation in drink, I went ‘to my club, and joined 
a conyivial party at @ ee table, and poured glass 
after of champagne down my throat, without feel- 


| She sat perfectly unmoved bythe enthusiasm which who now writes to you for the last time, and bids yow 
j 
| 


| was opened trom within, an 


| She controlled herself the moment he addressed her. | floor. Hie 


gratefully a last farewell.” 

Those sad lines were signed in initials only. It is 
needless to say that they merely strengthened my reso- 
lution to see her at all hazards, Ikissed the paper on 
which her hand had rested, and then I turned to the 
second letter. It contained the “invitation '’ to which 
my correspondent had alluded, and it was expressed in 
these terms : 

“Mr. Yan Brandt presents his compliments to Mr. 
Germaine, and begs to apologize for the somewhat: 
abrupt manner in which he received Mr. Germaine’s 
polite advances. Mr. Van Brandt suffers habitually 
from nervous irritability, and he felt. particularly so 
last night. He trusts Mr. Germaine will receive this 
candid explanationin the spiritin which it is offered, 
and lie begs to udd that Mrs. Van Brandt will be delipht 
ed to receive Mr. Germaine whenever he may find it: 
convenient to favor her with a visit.” 

That Mr. Van Brandt had some sordid interest of bia 
own to serve in writing this grotesquely impudent com- 
position, and that the unhappy woman who bore his 
name was heartily ashamed of the proceeding on which 
he had ventured, were conclusions easily drawn after 
reading the two letters. The suspicion of the man and 
of his znotives which I naturally felt, produced no hesi- 
tation in my mind as to the course which I had deter- 
mined to pursue. On the contrary, I rejoiced that my 
way to an interview with Mrs. Van Brandt was smooth- 
ed, no nutter with what motiyes, by Mr. Van Brandt 
himself. 

I waited at home until noon, and then! could wait no 
longer. Leaving 4 message of excuse for my mother (I 
had just sense ot shame enough left to shrink from 
facing her), I hastened away to profit by my invitation. 
on the very day when I received it. 


CHAPTER XIV. 
MRS. VAN BRANDT AT HOME, 


As Tlifted my hand to ring the house bell, the door 
no less a person than Mr. 
Yan Brandt himself stood before me. He had his hat 
on, We had evidently met just as he was going out. 

“ My dear sir, how good thisia ofyou! You present 
the best of all replies tomy letter in presenting your- 
self. Mrs. Van Brandt is at home. Mrs. Van Brandt 
will be delighted. Pray walk in.” 

He threw open the door of a room on the ground- 
politeness was (if possible) even more 
offensive than his insolence. ‘Be seated, Mr. Ger- 
maine, I beg of you.” He turned to the open dor, and 
called up the stairs, in a loud and confident voice, 

“Mary ! ‘come down directly.’ 

“Mary !'’ I knew her Christian name at last, and knew 


re rite gt ‘it through Van Brandt. No words cun tell how the 
I made the customary reply, and explained that I i name j don. me, epoken by his lips. For the first 


time for years past my mind went back to Mary 
t Dermody and Greenwater Broad. The next moment 1 
‘heard the rustling of Mrs. Van Brandt's dress on the 
stairs. As the sound caughtimy eur, the old times and 
‘the old faces vanished again from my thoughts ae 
| completely as if they had never existed. What had she 
“in common with -the trail, shy little child, her 
| namesake, of other days? What.similarity was perceiy- 
‘able in the sooty London lodging-house to remind me 
‘of the bailiffs flower-scented cottage by the shores of 
| the lake? 
» Van Brandt took of his hat, and bowed to me with 
aickening civility. 
| “T have a business appointment,” he said, “ which it 
' is impossible to put off. Pray excuse me. Mrs. Vay 
| Brandt will do the honors, Good-morning.”  . 
| The house door opened and closed again. The 
| rustling of the dress came slowly nearer and nearer. 
| She stood before me. ’ ‘ 
| “Mr. Germaine!” she exclaimed, stariing back, as if 
| the bare sight of me repelled her. “Is this. honorable ? 
| Ia this worthy of you? You allow ime to be entrapped 
| into receiving you, and you accept as your, aocouplice 
| Br. Van Brandt! Oh, sir, Lhave accustomed myselt to 
look up to you asa high-minded man. How Ditterly 
‘you have disepecintes me!’ rela, z 
Her reproaches passed. by me unheeded. They only 
heightened her color; they only added u-new ripture 
. to-the luxury of looking at her. 

“if you loved me as faithiully as Llove you,” L said, 
“you would understand why 1 am here. No sacrifice 
ix too great if it brings me into your presence again 
after two years of absence.” : 

She suddenly approached uc, and fixed ber eyes in 
| eager scrutiny on my face, 
| “There must be sole mistuke,” shu said. “You 

cannot possibly have receiyed my letter, or you have 
| not read it?’ : 

; “Lhave received it, and I have read it.” 

; ‘And,Van Brandt's letter—you hay. read that too?" 
i F 
| 


| 
j 
} 
i 


“| Yea‘! 
She sat down by the table, and, leaning ber arms on 


ing the slightest sense of exhilaration, without losing | it, covered) her jace with, hey hands. My unswers 
for an instant the consciousness of my own contemptible | seemed not only to have distressed, but to have per- 
onduct., I went tomy bed in despair: and through | plexed her, “ Are men all alike?” I heard her say, “1 


the wakeful night I weakly cursed the tatal evening at ' thought I might trust in Ais sense of what was due to 


the river-side when I had met her for the first time. , himself and of what was compassionate toward me.” 

But relieve her as I might, despise myself as I miyht, [| Iclosed the door and seated myself by her side. She 

loved her—I loved her still! ;®emoved her hands from her face when she felt me 
Among the letters laid on my table the next morning near her. She looked at me with a cold and steady 


there were two which must find their place in this nar- | surprise. 
“ What are you going to do?’’ she asked. 


rative. \ 
The first letter was in a handwriting which Ihadseen | “Lam going to try if I can recover my place in your 
once before, at the hotel in Edinburgh. The writer was | estimation,” Isaid. “I am going to ask your pity ‘or 

| Mrs. Van Brandt. aman whose whole heart is yours, whose whole lite is 


“ For your own bake” (the letter ran) “make no at- | bound up in you.” : exh 
tempt to see me, and no notice of an invitation | She started to her fect, and looked round her incredu- 
yeas I fear you will receive with this note. Lam living | lously, as if doubting whether , bad rightly heard 
ade life. Ihave sunk beneath your notice, You | and rightly abbenpnes os my last words. fore I could 
owe it to yourself, sir, to forget the miserable woman . speak again ehe suddenly faced me, and struck her open 


hand on the table with # passidnate resolution, which 
I pow saw in her for the first time. 

“Stop!” she cried. “There must be an end to this. 
And an end there shall be! Do you know who that man 
is who has just left the house? Answer me, Mr, Ger- 
Maine! Tam speaking in earnest." 

There was no choice but to answer her. She was in- 
deed in carnest—vohemently in earnest. 

“Iis letter ‘tells ‘me,”’ I said, “that he is Mr. Van 
Brandt.” 

Sue sat down again, and turnéd her face away from 
m. 

“Do yon know how he came to write to you?” sho 
asked. “Do you Know what made him invite you to 
this House 7’ 

I thought of the suspicion that had crossed my mind 
when I read Van Brandt's letter. I made no reply. 

“Yon force nie to tell you thé truth,” she went on. 
“He asked me who you were last night on our way 
home. I knew that you were rich, and that he wanted 
money, I told him I knew ——— your position in 
the world. He was too cunning to ieve me; he went 
out to the pndlie house and looked atadirectory. He 
came back aad said: ‘Mr: Germaine has a house in 
Berk t-y Squaré and a country seat in the Highlands. 
He is nut amiun for sa poor devil like me to offend. I 
méan to make a triend of bim, and I,expect you to 
make a iriend of him, too.” He gat down and wrote to 
you. Tan living under that man’s protection, Mr. 
Germaine. His wife is not dead, as you may suppose; 
she is living, and I know her to be liying. I wrote you 
that Iwas beneath your notice, and you have obliged 
me to tell you why. Am I sufficiently degraded to 
bring you to your senses?” 

Tdrew closer to her. She tried to 
me. I knew my power over her, an 
man in my place would 
I took hor hand: 

“T don t believe you have voluntarily ide; d your- 
self,” I said. “You have ‘been forced into your pre- 
sent position. There are circumstances which excuse 
you, au | which you are purposely keeping back from 
mé, Ronee will convince me that you are a base woe 
man. + :ould llove yowas I love yowif you were really 
unwortsy of me?” d 

She struggled ‘to’ free her hand; I still held it. ‘She 
tried to ‘ange the subject. ‘ 

“Thers is one thing you haven't told me yet,” she 
said, with a faint, forced smile. “Have you seen the 
apparitivi-ofane again since Dlett you 2” 

“No. Have you ever seen me again, as you saw me 
in your dream at thé inn in Edinburgh?” 2 

“Never: Our visions of each other haveleft us, «Can 
you tell nie why?” P ‘ 

If we hud continued to speak on this subject we must 
surely have recognized each other. But the subject 
cropped, Instead of answering her question 1 drew 
her nearer to lie. I returned to the forbidden subject 
of my Tove. “97 

“Look at me,” I pleaded, “and tell 'me the truth, 
Can you s¢6 tie ?+can you hear me? and do you feel no 
aisweriny ‘sympathy in your heart? “Do you really 
care nothiag for me? Have you never once thought of 
me in all tae time that has passed since we lastmet?” 

I spoke as I felt—tfervently, ;passionstely. She made 
a effort to repel me, and yielded even as she made it. 
Her han-T él on mine, low sigh fluttered on her 
fr ye ie answered with a sudden self-abandonment; 

re-kiessly cast herself loose from the restrainta 
which-hal held her up to this time. 


et up and leave 
used it (as any 
have used it) without scruple. 


™ TI thik of you perpetually,” sho said. “I wasthink-| 


dng of you at the opera lastnight. My heart 
me when I heard your voice in the street.” 
“You Jove me?” I whispered. : 

“Love you!" she repeated. “My whole heart goes 
out to you in spite of myself, ee as I am—un~ 
worthy is T am—knowing as I do that nothing can ever 
come of it—T love you! T love youl” 

She threw hér arms round my neck, and held me to 
her with ail her strength, The moment after she drop- 
ped on her knees. 9 

“Oh, don't tempt 
are np me!" 

wns besile myself.. Ispoke recklesely to her a8 she 
Had spoken'to et bi - t ’ 

“Prove that you loveme,” T said. “Let me rescue 
you from the degradation of living with that. man. 
Leave him et onco and forever, Leave him, and come 
with me to 2 future thatis worthy of you—your future 


as'my wife." ' reat 5 
ST ci ete wate ty 
Han: before Van Brandt Comes Toack’ -Govif yon a ane 


and pity me!" 
I positive refused to 


leaped in 


me,” she murmured. 


She had roused my joalouay, 


fan her. + 
“T insist on knowing what binds you man,” 
ae, “Lot him come back! If you meee eee S 


Semmeena vo putit hime’ 
She loo: at me wildly, with a terro: 
say ot et in my face. — mae no 
“Don't frighten me," she said. “Let hink.” 
She reflected for amoment. Her eyen brightened as 
jfgome new way out of the difficulty had occurred to 
ict. 
“Have you 4 mother living?” she asked. 
“Yes,” ; 
“De you think she would come and see me ?"” 
“Tam sure she would if I asked her.” * F 
' She considered with herself once mors. 
“Twill tell’ your*mother what the obstacle is,’ she 
®aid, thoughtfully. f 
“When?” rasan: See 
“To-morrow at this'time.’ 1 
She raised herself on her knees. The tears suddenly 
ed ber eyes. She drew me to her gently, 


“Bo merci-, 
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“Kiss moe,” she w! .. “You will never come 
here again. Kisame for the last time.” 

My lips had barely touched hers, when she started to 
her feet and anatc up my hat from the chair on 
which I had placed it. 

“Take your hat,” she said. ‘He has come back.” 

My duller-sense of hearing had discovered nothing. 
I rose and took my hat to quiet her, At the same 
moment the door of the room opened suddenly and 
softly. Mr Van Brandt camein. I saw in his face that 
he had some vile motive of his own.for trying to take 

surprise, and that the result of the experiment 


us Db: 
had Mixagipointad him. 
et?” he said, speaking to me 


“You are not going 
with his eye on Mrs. Van Brandt, “I have hurried 
over my business in the hope of prevailing on you to 


stay and take lunch with us, Put down your hat, Mr. 


Germaine. No ceremony |" 

“You are very good,” I answered. “My time is 
limited to-day, I must beg you and Mrs. Van Brandt 
to excuse me.” 


I took leave of her as I spoke. She turned deadly pale 
when she shook hands with me at parting. Had she 
any open brutality to dread from Van Brandt as soon 
48 my back was turned? The bare suspicion of it made 
my blood boil. But I thought of her. In her intérests, 
the. wise thing and the merciful thing to_do was to 
conciliate the fellow before I left the house. 

“Iam sorry not to be able to accept your invitation.” 
I said, as we walked together to the door. “Perhaps 
you will give me another chance ?”’ 

His eyes twinkled cunningly. “What do you say to 
® quiet little dinner here?” he asked. “A slice of 
mutton, you know, and a bottle of good wine. Only 
our three selves, and one old friend of mine to make up 
four. We will have a rubber of whist in the evening. 
Mary and you partners—eh? When shall it be? Shall 
we say the day after to-morrow ?” 

She had followed us to the door, keepitg behind Van 
Brandt while he was speaking to me. en he men- 
tioned the “ old friend” and the “rubber of whist,” her 
face expressed the strongest emotions of shame and 
disgust, The next moment (when she had heard him 
fix the date of the dinner for “ the day after to-morrow”’) 
her features, became composed again, as if a sudden 
sense of relief had come to her. at did the change 
mean? ‘ To-morrow” was the day she had appointed 
for secing my mother... Did she really believe, when I 
had heart what passed at the interview, that I should 
never enter the house again, and never attempt to see 
her more? And was this the secret of her composure 
when she heard the date of the dinner appointed for 
“the day after to-morrow?” ; 

Asking myself these question, I accepted my invita- 
tion, and left the house with a heayy heart. That 
farewell kiss, that sudden composure when the day of 
the dinner was fixed, weighed’ on my spirits, I would 
have given twelve years.of my life to have annihilated 
the next twelve hours. ; : : oa 

In this frame of mind I reached home, and presented 
myself in my mother’s sitting-room, 

“You have gone out earlier than usual to-day,” she 
said. “Did the fine weather tempt you, my dear?” 
She paused, and looked at me more closely. “George !* 
she exclaimed, “what has happened to you? Where 
have you been ?” 

i I told her the truth, as honestly as I have told it 
ere. 

' The color deepehed in my mother’s face. She looked 

at me and spoke to me with a severity which was rare 

indeed in my experience of her. 7 a is 

“ Must I d_you, for the first time in your life, of 
what is due to your mother?” she asked. “Is it pos- 
sible that you expect me to visit a woman, who, by her 
own confession '’—. . 

“ Lexpect you to visit a woman who has only to say 
the word and to be your daughter-in-law,” Linterposed.. 
Prom am not asking what is unworthy of you if I 

that?’’ ; 3 

My mother looked at me in blank dismay. . 

“Do you mean, George, that you have offered her 
marriage ?’’ ' Sal.c . 

“ Yos,”* 

«and she has said No.” ; 

* She has said No because. there is some obstacle in 
her way. I have tried vainly to make her explain her- 
self, She has promised to confide everything to you.” 

The serious nature of the emergency had its effect. 
My mother yielded. She handed mo the little ivory 

lets on which she was accustomed to record her en- 
gagements. “ Write down the name and address,” she 
said, resignedly. 
“Lwill'go with you,” I answered, “and wait in the 
carriage.at the door, I want to hear what has passed 
between you and Mrs, Van Brandt the instant you have 
left her.” 

“Ts it as serious as that, George ?” 

“Yes, mother. It is as serious as that.” 

CHAPTER XY. 
THE OBSTACLE BEATS ME, 

How long was Lleft alone in the carriage at the door 
of Mrs, Van Brandt's lodgings? Judging by my sensa- 
tions, I waited halfa lifetime, Judging by my watch, I 
waited half an hour, 

When my mother returned to me, the hope which I 
had entertained of a happy result from her interview 
with Mrs. Van Brandt was a hope abandoned before she 
had opened her lips. Isaw in her face that an obstacle 
which was beyond my rey hed of remoyal did indeed 
stand between me and the dearest wish of my life.” 

“Tell me the worst,” I said, as we drove away from 
the house, “and tell it at once.” - 

* IT must tell it to yoo, George,” my mother answered, 
sadly, “as she toldit tome. She begged me herself to 
dothat. ‘We must dissppoint him,’ she said, but pray 
let it be done as gently as possible.” Beginning in those 


words, she confided to me the painful story which you 
know already—the story of her marriage. From that 
she passed to her meeting with you at Edinburgh, and 
to the circumstances which have led her to live as she 
is living now. _ The latter part of her narrative she 
especially requested me to repeat to you. Do you feel 
composed enough to hear it now, or would yeu rather 
wait ?’’ 

“ Let me hear it now, mother; and tell it as nearly aa 
you can in her own words.” 

“ T will repeat what she said to me, my dear, as faith- 
fully as Ican, After speaking of her father’s death, she 
told me that she'had only two relatives living. “I have 
& married aunt in Glasgow and a married aunt in Lon- 
don,’ she said. ‘When I left Edinburgh I went to my 
aunt in London. She and my father Had not been 
on good terms together. She considered that my f- 
ther had neglectéd her. But his death had softened her 
toward him and toward me. She receiyed me kindly, 
and she got me a situation inashop. I kept my situa- 
tion for three months, and then I was obliged to 
leaye it,’ "* 

My mother paused. I thought directly of the strange 
postseript which Mrs. Van Brandt had made me add to 
the letter that I wrote for her at the Edinburgh inn. 
In that case also she had only contemplated remaining 
in her employment for three months’ time. 

“Why was she obliged to leave her situation?” 1 
asked. 

“T put that question to ‘her myself,” replied my 
soother.“ She made no direct reply; she changed ¢olor 
and looked confused. ‘TI will tell you afterward, mad- 
am," she said. ‘Please let me go on now. My aunt was 
angry with me for leaving my employment, and she was 
more angry still when I told ber the reason. © She said | 
had failed in duty toward her in not speaking frankly at 
first. We parted coolly. I had saved a little money 
jrom my wages, and I did’well enough while my savings 
lasted. When they came toan end, I tried to get em- 
ployment again, and I failed: My aunt said, and said 
truly, that her husband's income was barely enongh to 
support his family ; she could do nothing for me, and I 
could’ do nothing for myself. I wrote to my atnt 
at Glasgow, and received no answer, Starvation stared 
me in the face, when I saw in’a newspaper an advertise- + 
ment addressed to me by Mr. Van Brandt, He implored 
me to write to him; he declared that his life withor! 
mie was too desolate to be endured; he solemnly pr.- 
mised that there should be no interruption ’to my tran- 
quillity if I would return to him. If Ihad only had niy - 
self to think of, I wonld have begged’ my bread in the 
streets, rather than return to him '’’—— . 

Tl interrupted the narrative at that point.  * 

. Ps other person could she have had to think of?” 

“Ts it possible, George,’ my mothe rejoined; “that 
yon have no suspicion of what she was’ alluding ‘to 
when she said those words ?” 

The question passed byme unheeded ; my thoughts 
were dwelling bitterly on Van Brandt and his advertise- 
wer “She answered the advertisement, of course ?”” 

said, 

“And she saw Mr. Van Brandt,” my mother went'6n. 
“She gave me no detailed account of the interview be- 
tween them. ‘He reminded me,’ she said," of what I 
knew to be trie—that the woman who had ‘entrapped 
him into marrying her was an incurable drunkard, and 
that his ever living with her again was out of the qnes- 
tion. Still, she was alive; and she had a if to'the 
name, at least, of his wife. “I won't attempt to excuse 
my returning to him, knowing the circumstances as I 
did ; I will only say that I could sée no other choice be- 
fore me in my position at thé time. It is needless to 
trouble you with what I have suffered since, or to speak 
of what I may ‘suffer still. I am a lost*woman. Be 
under uo alarm, madam, about your son) T shall re- 
member proudly to the end of my life that he once 
offered me the honor and’ the happiness of becoming his 
wife—but I know what is due to him and to you. I 
haye seen him for the last time. The one thing that re- 
mains to be done is to satisfy him that our marriage is 
impossible, You are a mother; ‘you will understand 
why Iréveal the obstacle which stands between us, not 
to him, but to you.’ She rose, saying those words, anit 
opened the folding-doors which led fronr the parlor into 
a back-room. After an absence of @ few mioments only 
she returned.” ‘ ; 

At that crowning point in the narrative:my mother 
stopped. Was she aftaid to go on, or did she think it 
pat ess to say more? 

“ Well?’ I said. : 

“Must I really tell it to you in words, George? Can't 
you guess how it ended, even yet?” 

There were two difficulties in the way of my unhder- 
standing her. I had a man’s bluntness of perception, 
and I was half maddened by suspense. Incredible as it 
may appear, I was too dull to guess the truth even now. 

“When she returned to me,” my mother resumed, 
“she was not alone. She had with her a lovely little 
girl, just old enough to walk with the help of her 
mother’s hand. She tenderly kissed the child; and 
then she put it on my lap. ‘There is my only comfort,’ 
she said, simply ‘and there is the obstacle to my ever 
becoming Mr, Germaine’s wife.” ' 

Yan Brandt's child! Van Brandt’s child} © / 

The postscript which she had made me ‘add to my 
letter ; the incomprehensible withdrawal from the em- 
ployment in which she was pros: Ting ; the dishearten- 

ing difficulties which had brought her: to the brink of 
starvation ; the degrading return to the man who had 
cruelly deceived her—all was explained, all was excused 
now! With an infant at the breast, how conld shé ob- 
tain a new employment? With famine staring her in 
the face, what else could the friendless woman do but 
return to the father of her child? What claim had I on 
her by comparison with him ? What did it matter now 
that the poor creature secretly returned the love that I 
felt for her? There was the child, an obstacle between 
usethere wag 7its hold on her, now that hahad got lier 


i 
! 
1 


a4 


back! What was my hold worth? All social propri- 
eties and all social laws answered the question: 
Nothing! 

My head sank.on my breast—I received the blow in 
silence. My good mother took my hand, “ You under- 
stand it now, George ?”’ she said, sorrowfully, . 

“Yes, mother; I understand it.” 

“ There was one thing she wished me to say to you, my 
dear, which I have not mentioned yet. Sheentreats you 
not to suppose that she had the faintest idea of her situ- 
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| friend and neighbor at Belhelvie. Sir James is one of 
| the Commissioners for the Northern Dights.« He is 
going in a government vessel to'inspect the light-houses 
on the north of Scotland) andon the Orkney and Shet- 
land islands; and, having noticed how worn and ill my 


guest on the voyage. They will not be absent for more 
| than two months; and the Sea (ds Sir James reminds 

me) did wonders fot George’s health when he’ returned 
| from India, I could wish for no better’ opportunity 


ation when she attempted to destroy herself. Her first.| than this of trying what change of air’and scene will do 


suspicion that it was possible she might become a 
mother was conveyed to her at Edinburgh, in a conver- 
sation with her aunt, It is impossible, George, not to 
feel compassionately toward this poor woman. RKegret- 
able as her position is, I cannot see that she is to 
blame for it. She was the innocent victim of a vile 
fraud when that man married her ; she has suffered un- 
deservedly since; and she has behaved nobly to you 
and tome. _Lonly do her justice in saying that she is a 
woman in a thousand—a woman worthy, under happier 
circumstances, to be my daughter and your wife. I feel 
Jor you and feel with you, my dear—I do, with my 
whole heart,”’ k - 

So this scene in my life was, to all appearances, a 
scene closed forever. As it had been with my love in 
the days of my boyhood, so it was again now with the 
love of my riper age. 

Later in the day, when I had in some degree recovered 
my self:possession, I wrote to Mr, Van Brandt—as she 
had foreseen I should write—to apologize for breaking 
my engagement to dine with him. . 

Could I trust to a letter also to say the farewell words 
tor me to the woman who I had loved and lost? No! 
It was better for her apa Saye for me that I should not 
write, And yet thei of leaving her in silence was 
more than my fortitude could endure. Her last words 
at parting (us they were repeated to me by my mother) 
had expressed: the hope that I should not think hardly 
of her in the future. How conld assure her that I 
should think of her tenderly to the end of my life? 
My mother's delicate tact and true sympathy showed 
me the way. ‘ Send a little present, George,"’ she said, 
“tothe child. You bear no malice to the poor little 
child?’ God knows I was not hard. on the child. I 
went out myself and bought hera toy. 1 brought it 
home, and before I sent it away I pinned a slip of paper 
to it bearing this inscription: ‘‘ To your little daughter, 
from George Germaine.” There is nothing very pathetic, 
I suppose, in those words, And yet I burst out crying 
when I had written them. 

The next morning my mother and I set forth for my 
country house in Perthshire. London was now unen- 
durable tome. Traveling abroad I had tried already. 
Nothing was left but to go back to the Highlands and 
try what Lcould make of my life, with my mother still 
left to live for, 


CHAPTER XVI, 
‘MY MOTHER'S DIARY. 


Turan is aomnaliinig smalion’ to me, even at this dis- 
tance of time, in leoking back at the dreary days of 
seclusion which followed each other monotonously 
in my Highland home. The actions of my life, however 
trifling they may have been, I can find some interest in 
recalling: they associate me with my fellow-creatures; 
they connect me, in some e, with the vigorous 
movement of the world. But 1 have no sympathy with 
the purely selfish pleasure which some men appear to 
derive from dwelling on the minute anatomy of their 
own feelings under the pressure of adverse fortune. 
Let the domestic record of our stagnant life in Perth- 
shire (so far as I am concerned in it) be presented in my 
mother's words, not mine, A few lines of extract from 
the daily journal which it was. her habit to keep will 
tell all that need be told before this narrative advances 
to later dates and to newer scenes. 

August 20.—We have been two months at our home 
in Scotland, and I see no change in George for the 
better. He is as far as ever, I fear, from being reconciled 
to his separation from that unhappy woman, 4% 
thing rome induce him to confess it himself. He de- 
clares that his quiet life here with m4 is all that he 
desires. But I know better. .I haye been into his bed- 
room late at night. I have heard him talking of her in 
his sleep, and I have seen the tears on his eyelids. 
My poor boy! What thousands of charming women 
there are who would ask nothing better than to be his 
wife! And the one woman whom he can never marry 
is the only woman whom he loyes! - 

“ August 25.—A long conversation about George with 
Mr. MacGlue.. I have never liked this Scotch doctor 
since he encouraged my son to keep the fatal sppaint 
ment at Saint Anthony’s Well. But he seems bea 
clever man in his profession; and I think, in his way, 
he means kindly toward George. His advicé was given 
as coarsely ag usual, and very positively at the same 
time. ‘ Nothing will cure your son, madam, of his ama- 
tory passion for that half-drowned lady of his but 
cvhange—and another Jody, Send him away by himself 
thia time, and let him feel the want of some kind crea- 
ture to look after him. And when he meets with that 
kind creat (they are as plenty as fish in the sea), 
never trouble your head about it if there's a flaw in her 
character. I have got a cracked teacup which has 
served me for twenty years, Marry him, ma’am, to the 
new one with the utmost speed and impetuosity which 
the law will permit.’ Lhate Mr. McGlues' opinions—so 
coarse and so hard-hearted ! babe sadly tear that I must 
part with my son for a little while for his own sake, 

“ August 26.—Where is George to go? I have been 
thinking of it all through the night, and I cannot arrive 
at a conclusion. It is so difficult to reconcile myself to 
letting him go away alone. inn 

“ August 29.—I have always believed in provi- 
dences, and I am now rmed in my belief. This 
moorning hae brought with it note from our good 


jor him. However painfully 1 may tee)’ the separation 
| myself, I shall put a cheerful face on it, and I shall urge 
| George to accept the invitation. 1 
« August 30.—I have said all I could, but he still re- 
| fuses to leaye me. I ama thiserable/ selfish crea_ure. I 
felt so glad when he said No! : 

« August 31.—Another waketl night. Georgé must 
positively send his answer to Sir James to-day. Dam 
determined to do my duty toward my son—he looks so 
dreadfully pale and ill this'morning. Besides, if some- 
thing is not done to rouse him, how do I know that he 
may not end in going back to Mrs. Van Brandt atter all 7 
From every point of view, I feel bound to insist on his 
accepting’ Sir James's invitation. I have only to be 

| firm, and the thing is done. He has néver yetdisobeyed 
me, poor fellow. He will not disobey me now: 

“ September 2.—He has gone! 
me—entirely against his own wishes, Oh, how isit that 
such a good son cannot get a good wife! He would make 
any woman happy. I wonder whether I have done right 
in sending him away? The wind is moaning in the fir 
plantation at the back of the house. I there’a storm 
at sea? I forgot toask Sir James how big the vessel 
vvas, The Guide to Scotland says the coust'is rugged, 
and there is 4 wild sea between the north shore and the’ 
Orkney Islands. I almost regret having insisted so 
strongly—how foolish Iam! |We are all in the hands of 
God. May God bless and prosper my good son | 

“ September 10.—Very uneasy. No letter from George. 
Ah, how full of trouble this life is! and how strange 
that we should cling to it as we do! 4 : 

“ September 15,—A letter from George! 'Théy have 
done with the north coast, and they have crossed the 
wild sea to the Orkneys. Wonderful weather has favored 
them so far, and George is in better health and spirits. 
Ah, how much happiness there is in life, if we will only 
have the patience to wait for it ! d , : 

“ October 2.—Another letter. They are safe'in the 
harbor of Lerwick, the chief port in the Shetland 
Islands. The weather has not latterly been at all favor- 
able. But the amendment in George’s health remains. 
He writes most gratefully of Sir James's unremitting 
kindness tohim, Iam so happy, I declare I could kiss 
Sir James, though he isa great man and a Corimis- 
sioner for Northern Lights! In three weeks more (wind 
and weather permitting) Sher, hope to get back, Never 
mind my lonely lite 5 | , if I can only see Géorge 
happy and weil again! He tells me they have passed a 

t deal of their time on shore; but not a word does 

e say about meeting any ladies. Perhaps they are 
scarce in these wild regions. I have heard of Shetland 
shawls and Shetland ponies. Are there any Shétland 
ladies, I wonder ?” rmedeys 


CHAPTER XVII. 
SHETLAND HOSPITALITY. 


“Gurpr, where aré we?” 

“T can’t say for certain.” 

“ Have you lost your way ?” 

The guide looks slowly all around him, and’ then 
looka at me, That is his answer to my question. And 
that is enough. - dich 

The lost persons are three in number—my traveling 
companion, myself, and the guide. We are seated on 
three Shetland ponies—so small in stature that we two 
atrangers were at first literally ashamed’ to' get on their 
backs. We are surrounded by dripping white mist, so 
dense that. we become invisible to oné another at a dis- 
tance of half a dozen yards.” We know that we are some- 
where on the main-land of the Shetland Isles. We 6ee 
under the feet of our ponies a mixtare of moorland and 
bog—here, the strip of firm ground that we are stand- 
ing on, and there, a few feet off, the strip of watery 
peat-bog, which is deep enough’ to suffocate us if we 
step into it. Thus far, and no farther, our knowledge 
extends. The question of the moment is, What are we 
to do next? a I ‘ 

The guide lights his pipe, and reminds us that he 
dine us againat ‘the weather before we started for 
our ride. My traveling compapipn looks at me résign- 
edly, with an expression of mild reproach, I deserve it. 
My rashness is to blame for the disastrous position in 
which we now find ourselves.’ : VOCs 

In writing to my mother I haye been careful'to re- 
port favorably of my health and spirits. But TI have 
not confessed that I still remnember the day when I 
parted with the one hope and renounced the one love 
which made life precious to me., My torpid condition 
of mind at home has simply given place to a perpetual 
restlessness, produced by theexcitement of my new 
life. Lmust now always be doing something—no mat- 
ter what, so long as it diverts me “my own 
thoughts. t nde ha 
come horrible tome, While the other ménrbérs of the 
party which has accompanied Sir Jameés ‘on his voyage 
of i tion among, the light-houses are content to 
wait in the harbor of Lerwick for a favorable clianige in, 
the weather, Iam obstinately bent on leaving the’com- 
fortable shelter of the vessel, to explore some inland 
ruin of prehistoric times, of which I never heard, and 
for which I care nothing. e movement is all T want; 
the ride will fill the hateful void of time. “Igo, in ‘de- 
fiance of sound advice offered to me on all sides. The 
youngest member of our Party eerie the infection of 
my recklessness (in virtue of his th), and goes with 
me, And what has come ofit? We are blinded by a 


poor boy looks, he most kindly invites George to'be his |» 


intitely to please’ 


mist, we are lost on a moor, and the treacherous peat- 
bogs ate round as in every direction. 
hat is to be done? 

“Just leave it to. the pownies,” the guide says. 

“Do you mean, leave the ponies to find the way}?”’ 

‘That's it,’ says the guide. “ Drop the brid—& and 
leave it to the pownies. See for yourselves. I’m away. 
on mypowny.” : 

He drops his bridle on the pommel of his saddie, , 
whistles to his pony, and disappears in.the mist, riding 
with his hands in his pockets and his pipe in his mouth 
us composedly as if, he was sitting hy his.own fireside 
at home. 

We have no choice but to, follow his example or to be 
leit alone on the moor, The intelligent little animals, 
relieved from our stupid supervision, trot off with their 
noses to the ground like hounds om the scent.. Where 
the intersecting tract, of bog is wide, they skirt round 
it.. (Where it is narrow enough to be leaped over, they 
cross it bya jump. Trot, trot, away the hardy 
little creatures yo, never stopping, never hesitating. 
Our ‘superior intelligence,’’ perlectly useless in the 
emergency, wonders how it will end. Our guide, in 
fron‘ of us, auswers that. it will end in the ponies find. 
ing their way certainly to the nearest village or the near- 
est house. “Let the bridles be,” is his one warning to. 
us. ‘‘Come what may of.it, let the bridles be.” 

It is easy for the guide to let his bridle be—he is 
accustomed to place himself in that helpless position, 
under stress of circumstances; and he knows exactly 
what his pony can do, 

To us, however, the situation is anew one, and it looks 
dangerous in the extreme, More than once I check 

‘myself, not without an effort, in the act of resuming 
the command of my pony on poeuite the more danger- 
ous points: in» the journey, e time goes on, and no 
sign of an inhabited, dwelling looms through the mist. 


Inaction ig wnendurable, solitiide has be: | 


I be; to get fidgety and irritable; I find myself 
secretly doubting the trustworthiness of the 
guide. While I, am in this unsettled frame of 


‘mind, my ‘pony approaches adim black winding line, 
where the bog must be crossed for the hundredth time 
atleast. The breadth of it (deceptively enlarged in ap-. 
pearance by the mist) looks to my eyes beyond the 
reach of a leap by any pony that was ever foaled. I lose: 
my presence of mind. At this critical moment before 
the fatal jump is taken, I am foolish enough to seiee the 
bridle and check the pony. He starts, throws up his: 
head, and falls instantly as if he had been shot. My 
right hand, ns-we drop on the ground tegether, gets: 
veleri under me, and Ifeel that I have sprained my 
wrist. ; . 

If I escape with no worse injury than this, I may con- 
sider myself well off. But no such good fortune is re- 
served for m:, In his ee to rise, before I have 
completely extricated myself from him, the pony kicks 
me; and, as my ill luck will have it, his hoof strikes 
just where the poisoned spear struck me in the past 
days of my service in India,. The old wound opens 
seein, and there I lie bleeding on the barren Shetland 
moor he 

‘This time my strength has not been exhausted in at- 
tempting to breast the current of a swift-flowing river 
with's drowning» woman, to support. I preserve my 
senses, and Iam able to give the necessary di: 5 
tions for bandaging, the wound with the best materials: 
which we have at our disposal. To mount my pony 
again is simply out of the question. I must remain 


vo where lam, with my traveling companion to look after 


mé, and the guide must trust his pony to discover the, 
nearest place of shelter to which I ean be removed. 

Before he abandons us on the moor, the man (a my 
puggestiont takes our “ bearings’ as correctly as he can, 
by the help of my pocket compass. This done, he dis-. 
ree in the mist, with the bridle hanging loose and. 

@ pony’s hose to the ground as before. Iam lett un-. 
der my young:-friend’s care, with a cloak to lie on and a. 
saddle for a:pillow. Our'ponies composedly help them- 
selves to such grass as they can find on the moor, keep- 
ing always hear us as companionably as if they were a. 
couple of dogs. In this ition we wait events, while 
the dripping mist hangs thicker than eyer all round. 
us, 

The slow minutes follow each other wearily in the: 
majestic silence of the moor. We neither of us acknowl- 
edgeit in words, but we both feel that hours may pass: 
beforeithe guide discovers us again, The penetrating 
damp slowly strengthens its clammy holdon me. My 
companion’s pocket, flask of sherry has about a tea~ 
spodniul of wine Jeft im the bottom of it. We look af: 
one another—having nothing else to look at in the 
presént state'of.the weather—and we try to make the 


‘best of it. So theslow minutes folléw each other, until 


our watches tell us that forty minutes have .'apsed 
since the guide and his pony vanished from our view. 

My friend suggests that we may as well try what our 
yoices:can do toward proclaiming our situation to any 
living creature who may, by the merest possibility, be 
withimhearing of us. Ileave him to try the experi- 
ment, haying no strength to spare for vocal efforts of 
any sort. y companion shouts at the highest pitch of 
his voice. Silence follows his first attempt. He tries 
again, and this time an answering hail reaches us faint] 
through the white fog. A fellow-creature of some sort, 
guide or stranger is near us—help is coming at last | 

An interval:passes, aid» voices reach our ears—the 
‘voices'ot two men, ‘Then the shadowy appearance of 
the two becomes Visible'in the mist. Then the guide 
advances near enough to be identified. He is followed 
by a sturdy tellowin a composite dress, which presents 
him under the double aspect of a groom anda garden- 
er. The guidespeaks afew words of, vonage 
The composite man stands by, impenet iy, 
the sight of a disabled stranger fails entirely either to. 
surprise orto interest the gardene . 

After a little private consultation the two men de- 


cide to cross their hands and thus make @ seat for me 
between them. My arms rest, on their shoulders, and 
‘s0 they carry me off. My friend trudges behind them 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


with the saddle and the cloak. The ponies caper and 
kick in unrestrained enjoyment of their freedom, and 
sometimes follow, sometimés precede us, as the humor 
of the’ monient. intlines them. Iam, fortunately for 
my bearers a light weight. After twice resting, they 
stop altogether, and sét me down on the driest place 
they can find. I look eagerly through the’ mist tor 
some signs of a dwelling-house, and I see nothing buta 
little shelving, beach and a sheet of dark water beyond, 
Where are we ?. 

The gardener-groom yanishes, and appears again on 
the water, looming large in a boat. Iam laid down in 
the bottom of the bout, with my saddle-pillow, and we 
shove off, leaving the ponies to the desolate freedom of 
the moor, They will pick up plenty to’ eat, the guide 
fays, and When night comes on they will find theirown 
way toa shelter in a village hard by. ‘The last I see of 
the hardy little creatures they are taking a drink of 
water, side by side, and biting each other sportively in 
higher spirits than ever. ; 2 

Slowly we float over the dark water—not a river, as 
I had at firat supposed, but a lake—until we reach the 
shores of a little island: a flat, lonely, barren patch of 
ground, Iam carried along arough pathway made of 
great flat stones, until we reach the firmer earth, and 
discover a human dwelling-place at last. It is a long 
low house of one story high, forming (as well as I can 
sce) three sides ofa square. The door stands hospitably 
open. The hall within is bare and cold and dreary. 
The men open an inner door, and we enter’a long cor- 
ridor, comfortably warmed by a peat fire. On one wall 
I noticed the closed oaken doors of rooms; on the 
other, rows on rows of well-filled book-shelyes meet 
my eyé. Advancing to the end of the first , We 
turn at right angles into asecond. Here a door is open- 
ed at last, I find myself in a spacious room, complete- 
ly and tastefully furnished, having two beds in it, and 
a large fire burning in the grate. The change to this 
warm and cheerful place of shelter from the chilly and 
misty solitude of the moor isso luxuriously delightful 
that Iam quite content, for the first few minutes, to 
stretch myself on a bed, in lazyenjoyment of my new 
position, without caring to inquire into whose house we 
have intruded, without even wondering at thé pe sce 
absence of master, mistress, or member of the ily 
to welcome our arrival un ler their hospitable roof. 

After a while the first sense of relief passes away, 
My dormant ouriosity revives. I begin to look about 
me. 4 

The gardener-groom has disappeared. I discover my 
traveling companion at the farther end of the room, 
evidently occupied in questioning the guide, A word 
from me brings him to my bedside. What discoveries 
has he made? whose is the house in which we are 
sheltered? and how is it that ao member of the family 
appears to welcome us? 

My friond relates his discoveries. The guide. listens 
ap attentively to the second-hand narrative as if it was 
quite new to him. 

The house that shelters us belongs toa gentleman of 
ancient northern lineage, whose name is Dunrogs. He 
has lived in unbroken retirement on the barren island 
for twenty years past, with no other companion than a 
daughter, who is hia only child. He is generally be- 
lieved to be one of the most learned men living. The 
inhabitants of Shetland know him, far and wide, under 
a name in their dialect which means, being interpreted, 
“The iter of Books.’’ The one occasion on which 
he and his daughter have been known to leave their 
inland re t was at a past time when a terrible 
epidemic disease broke out crs the villages in the 
neighborhood. Father and daughter labored day and 
night among their poor and afflicted neighbors with a 
courage Which no danger could shake, with a tender 
care which no fatigue could exhaust. The father had 
escaped infection, and the violence of the epidemic was 
beginning to wear itself out when the daughter caught 
the disease. Hor life had been preserved, but she never 
completely recovered her health. She is now an in- 
curable sufferer from some mysterious nervous disorder 
which nobody understands, and which has kept her a 
prisoner on the island, self-withdrawn from all human 
observation, for years past. Among the poor inhabit- 
ants of the district the father and~ daughter are 
worshiped as semi-divine . Their names come 
after the Sacred Name in the prayers which the parents 
teach to the children, 

Such is the household (so far as the guide's story 
goes) on whose privacy we have intruded ourselves. 
The harrative has a certain interest of its own, no 
doubt, but it has one defect—it fails entirely to explain 
the continued absence of Mr. Dunross. Is it possible 
that he is not aware of our presence in the house? We 
apply to the guide, and make afew further inquiries of 

™m 


“ Are we here," I ask, “by permission of Mr. ‘Dun- 


Tose ?”” 
The guide stares. If Thad spoken to him in Greek or 
him more 


cia I tie ace have puzzled 

effectually. My friend tries him with 

ae Raemaenc 
aa you ask leaye to bring us here wh: 

your way to the house ?” 7 eps ree 

The fie apts than ever, 
ance of feeling perfectly scandalized by the qui 

“Do you think,” he asks, sternly, A diet tanh fool 
enough to disturb the Master over his books for such a 
little atid as bringing you and your friend into this 
house ?" 

“Do you mean that you have brought us here ‘with- 
out first asking leave ?”’ I exclaim, in amazement, 

The guide's face brightens: he has beaten the true 
state of the case into our stupid heads at last! “That's 
{eat what I mean,” he says, wlth an air of infinite re. 

ef, 

The door opens before we have recovered the shock 
inflicted on us by this extraordinary discovery. A little 
Jean old gentleman, shrouded in along black dressing. 
GOWN, quietly enters the room. The guide steps for. 


with every appear- 


ward and respectfully closes the door for ‘him. | him, he will receive the king of terrors as he might 
We are evidently in the presence of The Master of | receive the last of his guests. 


Books, : 


CHAPTER XYVHUI, 
THE DAREENED ROOM, 


THE little gentleman advances to my bedside, His 
silky. white hair flows over his shoulders ; he looks at | 
us with faded blue eyes; he bows with a sad and sub- 
dued courtesy, and says, in the simplest manner, “I 
bid you welcome, gentlemen, to my house.” 

We were not content with merely thanking him; we 
naturally attempted to apologize for our intrusion. 
Our host defeats the attempt at the outset by making 
an apology on his own behalf. 

“I happened to send for my servant a minute since,” 
he proceeds, “and LI, only then heard that you were 
here. Itis the custom of the house that nobody inter- 
rupts me overmy books. Be pleased, sir, to accept my | 
excuses,” he adds, addressing himself to me, “for not 
having sooner placed myseli and my household at your 
disposal. You have met, as 1am sorry to hear, with an 
accident. Will you permit me to send for medical 
help? Lask the question a little abruptly, tearing that 
time may be of importance, and knowing that our 


“Is there anything e I can do,” he says, speaking 


more to himself than to us, before 1go back to my 
books ?”* 7 


Something else occurs to him, even as he puts the 
question. e widresses my companion, with his faint 
sad smile. ‘* This will be #dull life, 1 am afraid, sir, 
for you, If you happen to be fond of angling, I can off 
you some litcde amusement in that way, The Jake is 
well stocked with fish; and havea boy employed in 
faa garden who will be glad toattend on you in the 

oat.” Recto, iit 

My friend happens to be fond of fishing; and gladly 
accepts the invitation. The master says his parting 
words to me, before he goes back-to his books. 

“You may saiely trust my man Peter to wait.on you, 
Mr. Germaine, while you are so unfortunate, as, to be 
confined to this room, He has the advantage (in cases 
of illness) of being a very silent, undemonstrative per- 
son. At thesame time he is careful and considerate, in 
his own reserved way. As to what.I may term the 
lighter dutiés of your bedside—such as reading to you, 
writing your letters for you while your right hand is. 
still disabled, regulating the temperature in.the room, 
and so on—though 1 cannot speak positively, I think it 
likely that these little services may be rendered to you 
by another person whom I have not mentioned yet.. 


‘intrusion on him steadily increases, in spite of his | 


nearest doctor lives atsome distance irom this house.” | We shall see what happens in a few hours’ time. In 

He speaks with a certain quaintly precise choice of | tlie meantime, sir, I ask permission to leave you to your’ 
words—more like a man dictating a letter than holding | rest.” - ' al * ; 
aconversation, The subdued sadness of his manner is With these words he walks out of the room as quietly 
reflected in the subdued sadness of his face. He and} as he walked into it, and leaves his two guests to medi- 
sorrow have apparently been old acquaintances, and | tate gratefully on Shetland hospitality. We both won- 
have become used to each other for years it. The} der what those last mysterious words of our host mean; 
shadow of some-past grief rest quietly and impenetra-| and we exchange more or less ingenious guesses on the 
bly over the wholeman. I see it in his faded blue eyes, | subject of that nameless “other person” who may 
on his broad forehead, on his delicate lips, on his pale | possibly attend on me, until thearrival of dinner turns 
shriveled cheeks, My uneasy sense of committing an| our thoughts into a new course. 

‘The dishes are few inmumber, but cooked to perfec- 
courteous welcome, Iexplain to him that lam capable | tion, and admitably served. i am too weary to eat 
of treating my own case, haying been myself in practice | much: a glass of the fine old Maderia revives me. We 
as a medical man; and this said, I revert to my inter-| arrange our future plans while we are engaged over the 
rupted excuses, I assure him that it is only within the | meal. Our return to the yacht at Harbor is 
last few moments that my traveling companion and Ij expected on the next day at the latest. As things are, I 
have become aware of the liberty which our guide has | can only leave my companion to go back to the vessel 
taken in introducing us, on his own 6ole responsibility, | and relieve the minds of our friends of any needless 
to the house. Mr. Dunroas looks at me as if he, like the | alarm about me. On the day after, I engage to.send on 
guide, failed entirely to understand what my scruples} board a written report of the state ot my health, by a 
and excuses mean. After a while the truth dawns, on | messenger who can bring my portmunteau. back with 
him. A faint smile flickers over his face; he lays his! him. ~ : 
hand in a. gentle fatherly way on my shoulder. These arrangements decided on, my friend gocs away 

“We are so used here to our Shetland hospitality,” he | at (my own request) to try his skill.asan angler in the 
says, ‘that we are slow to understand the hesitation | luke. Assisted by the silent Peterand the well-stocked 
which a stranger feels in taking advantage of it. Your} medicine chest, l apply the necessary dressings to my 
guide isin no respect to blame, gentlemen. Every house | wound, wrap myself in the comfortable morn: -ZOWD 
in these islands which is large enough to containa space | Which is always kept ready in the Guest's Chamber, 
room has its Guests’ Chamber, always kept ready for | and lie down again on the bed to try the restorative vir- 
occupation, When you travel my way, you come here | tues of sleep. > 
asa matter of course; youstay here as long as you Before he leaves the room, silent Peter goes to the 
like; and, when you go away, 1 only do my duty as a| window and asks, in the fewest possible words, if he 
good Shetlander in accompanying you on the first stage | shall draw the curtains. In fewer words still—for I am 
of yourjourney to bid you godspeed. The customs of | feeling drowsy already+I answer No. I dislike shutting 
centuries past elsewhere are modern customs here, I| out the cheering light of day. Tomy morbid fancy, at 
beg of you to give my vervant all the directions which | that moment, it looks like resigning myself deliberately 


to your comfort, just asa freely as you | to the horrors of along 


are D 
could give rs in your own house.” 

He turns aside to ring a hand-bell on the table as he 
speaks, and notices in t) 
ps man has taken offense at my disparaging 

im. 

” Strang: 
ways, Andrew,” says the Master of Books. 
you and I 
enough.” 


lusion to 
ers cannot be expected to understand 


The guide's rough face reddens with pleasure. If a | gotten, 


crowned king on a throne had spoken condescendingly 


to him, he could hardly have looked more proud of the | I wake, feeling the bewilderment which 
honor conferred thamhe lookanow. He makes a clumsy | ence on oj 


attempt to take the Master's hand and kiss it, Mr. 
Dunross gently repels the attempt, and gives him a 
little pat on the head. The guide looks at me and my 
friend as if he had been honored with the highest dis- 
tinction that an earthly being can receive. The Master's 
hand had touched him kindly. 

In 4 moment more the gardener-groom appears at the 
door to answer the bell, -  ¢ 

“You will move.the medicine chest into this room, 


ur| Wound and the embrocation on my 
“But | steadily subdue the pains which I have fi 
understand one another, and that is| tle by little the bright fire seems to be fading, Little 


illness. The handbell is on 
bedside table, and I can always ring for Peter if the dight 
keeps me from sleeping. On this understanding, P: 


For some minutes I lie in lazy contemplation of the 
companionable fire. Meanwhile the dressings on my 
ay wrist 

tso far. Lit- 


6 guide's face plain signs that | mutely nods hishead and goes out. 


by little sleep steals.on me, and all my troubles are for- 
I wake after what seems to have been a long repose— 
we experi- 
g our eyes for the first time in a bed and 
@ room t are new to us. Gradually collecting my 
thoughts, I find my perplexity considerably increased 
by a trifling but curious circumstance. The curtains, 
which I had: forbidden Peter to touch, are drawn— 
closely drawn, so as to plunge the whole room in ob- 
seurity; and, more surprising still, a high screen, with 
folding sides, stands before the fire, and confines the 
light which it might otherwise give exclusively to the 
ceiling. Iam literally enveloped inshadows. Has night 


Peter,” says Mr. Dunross. ‘And you will wait on this | come? : 


gentleman, who is confined to his bed by an accident, 
exactly as you would wait on me if I was ill, If we 
both happen to ring for you together, you will answer 
his-bell before you answer mine. The usual ch 
linen are of course ready in the wardrobe there? Very 
good. Go now and tell the cook to prepare a little din- 
ner, and geta bottle of the old Madeira out of the 
cellar, You will spread the table, for to-day at least, in 
this room. These twogentlemen will be best pleas- 
ed to dine together. Return here in fiye minutes’ time 
in case you are wanted; and show my guest, Peter, 
that Iam right in believing you to be a good nurse as 
well.as'a good servant.” 

The silent and surly Peter brightens under the ex- 


anges of | alone. 


In lazy wonder, I turn my head on the pillow and look 


on the other side of my bed. 


Dark as it is, I discover instantly that I am wot 


Ashadowy figure stands by my bedside. The dim 


outline of the dress tells me that it is the figure of a 


woman. Straining my eyes, I fancy I can discern awayy 
black object covering her head and shoulders, which 
looks like a large veil. Her face is turned toward me, 
but no distinguishing feature in it is visible. She 


stands like a statue, with her hands crossed in front of 
her, faintly relieved against the dark substance of ler 
dress, 


This I can see—and this is all. 
There is a moment of silence. The shadowy being 


ession of the Master's confidence in him, as the guide | finds its voice, and speaks first. 


Prightened under the infiuence of the Master's caressing 
touch. The twomen leave the room together. 


“T hope you feel better, sir, after your rest?”’ 
The voice is low, with a certain faint sweetness of tone 


We take advantage of the momentary silence that | which falls soothingly on my ear. The accent is unmis- 


subdued courteous way ; but makes no inquiries about 
our relatives ; he shows no interst in the arrival of the 
government yacht and the Commissioner for Northern 
Lights. All sympathy with the doings of the outer 
world, all curiosity about persons of social position 
and notoriety, are evidently at an end in Mr, Dunross. 


For twenty years the little round of his duties and his | ‘Miss Dutross amon, 
tie has-been enough fer him, Life has lost its | and I do not forget t! 
value to this man ; and when death comes ta' tion to others, w! 


price 


“To whom have I the honor of s: 


our host! 


| follows, to introduce ourselves by name to our host, | takably the accent of a refined and cultivated person. 
and to inform him of the circumstances under which | Aiter 
we happen to be visiting Shetland. He listens in his | half-seen lady, 


making my acknowledgments to the unknown and 
I venture to ask the inevitable question, 
ing?’ 
The lady answers, “ Iam Miss ances 


and bikes 
if you haye no objection to it, to help Peter in n 4 
you.” . 


This, then, is the “other person” dimly alluded to by 
I think directly of the heroic conduct of 

her r and afflicted neighbors, 
e melancholy result of her devo- 
ich has left her an incurable invalid. 


a¢ THE TWO DESTINIES. 


in. the room. Once more the melody changed. In an 


My dnxicty tose this lady’ more plainly increases a | trying (clunsily enough) to hélp her with the pillows, 
instant the, six cats were on the floor again, seated 


hundred-fold.” I beg her to add’ to my»grateful sense of | Laccidently touched her hand. It felt so cold and.so 
her kindness by telling me why the room is so dark, |, thin that even the momentary contact with it startled | round the chairas [had seen them on their first” on- 
~ Surely,” I say, “it caunot be night already 7’ me. [ tried vainly to see her face, now that it was moro trance. The harp was laid aside, and the faint sweet 
“You haye not been asleep," she answers, “for more | within reach ofmy range of view. The merciless dark- | Voice said, quietly,“ am soon tired; I must leays my 
than two hours, ‘ The mist has disappeared, and the sun | ness kept it as complete a mystery as ever. Had my | cats to conclude their performances to-morrow.” 
is shining.” curiosity escaped her notice? Nothing escaped her no-| She rose and mpatoactied the bedside, " 
I take up tho bell’standing on the table at my side. tice! Her next words told me plainly that I had been | “ [leave you ta see the sunset through your window,” 
“May I ring for Peter, Miss Dunross?” discovered. : ° 5 she said. “From the coming of the darkness to the 
“To open ie curtains, Mr. Germaine ?” “You have been trying to see me,” she said. ‘“ Has | coming of breakfast-time you must not count on my 
my hand warned you not to try again! I felt that-it| services: I am taking my rest. I have no choice but to 
f -seo the sunlight.” startled you when you touched it just now.” remain in bed (sleeping when.I can) for twelye hours or 
“I will send Peter to you immediately.” Such quickness of perception as this was not to be} more. The long repose seems to keep my life in mo. 
The shadowy figure of my new nurse glides away. In| deceived ; such fearless candor demanded as a right a Have land my cats surprised you very much? Am Ia 
another moment, unless I say something to stop her, | similar frankness on my side. owned the truth, and | witch, and are they my familiar spirits? Remember 
the woman whom I am so eager to see will have left the. left it to her indulgence to forgive me. , how few amusements I have, and you will not wonder 
room. . 


| % She returned slowly to her chair at the foot of the 
j “Pray don’t go,""Laay. “I cannot think of troubling | bed. 7 . 

; you to take a trif_ing message forme. The servant wil | “If we are to be friends,” she said, “we must begin 

come in if Lonly ring the bell.” by unterstanding one another. Don't assoviate any ro- 

‘She pauses—more shadowy than eyer—half-way be- | antic ideas of invisible beauty with me. Mr. Germaine. 

tween the bed andthe door, and answers, a little sadly: I hal but one beauty to boast of before I fell ill—my 

t “ Peter will not lét in the daylight while lam in the | complexion—and that has gone forever. There is noth- 


“ Yes—with your permission.. I own I should like to 


why I deyote myself to teaching these pretty creatures 
their tricks, and attaching them to me ike doxs. ‘They 
were slow at first, and they taught me excellent lossons ' 
of patience, Now they understand what I want of them, 
and they learn wonderfully well. How you will amuse 
your friend, when he comes back from fishing, with the 
story of the young lady who lives in the dark, and Keeps 


pics to pass along the corridors or to.enter my fa- 
hi 


“well enough for all 


room. He closed the curtains by my order.” 

The reply puzzles me. Why should Peter keep the 
room dark while Miss Dunross) is; in it? . Are her eyes | 
weak? No; if her eyes were weak, they would be pro- | 
tected by a shade. Dark se itis, I can see that she does | 
not wear ashade. Why has the room been darkened, if | 
not for me? TI cannot venture on asking the question; | 
Tcan only make my excuses in due form. 

“ Inyalids only think of themselves,” I say. ‘' I sup- 
posed that you had kindly darkened the room on my 
account.” 

She glides back to my bedside before she speaks 
again. When she does answer, it is in these startling 
words:  . 

“You were mistaken, Mr. Germaine. Your room hag 
been darkened—not on your account, but on mine,” 


ou) =») GHAPTER XIx. 
ae THE CATS. 


~ Miss DUNRoss had s0 completely perplexed me that. I 
was at a loss what to say next. , , 

’ To ask her plainly why it was necessary to keep the 
room in darkness while she remained in it, —_ prove 
_(for all I knew to the contrary) to be an act of positive 
rudeness. ‘To vénture on any general eg of 
sympathy with her, knowing absolutely nothing of the 
circumstances, might place us both in an embarrassing 
position at the outset of our acquaintance. The one 
thing I could do was to beg that the present arrange- 
ment of the room might not be disturbed, and to leave 
her to decide a’ to Whether she should admit me to her 
confidence or exclude me from it, at her own sole dis- 
eretion. . ton bal . 

She perfectly understood what was going,om in, my 
mind. Taking a chair at the foot of thé bed, she told 
mie, simply and unreservedly, the sad secret of the dark- 
‘ened room. = * —© 

_ “Tf you wisli to see mtich of mé, Mr. Germaine,” she | 
began, “you must accustom yourself to the world.of | 
_ Shadows in which itds my lot'tolive, ‘Some timesiuce, 
“a dreadful ilIness raged among the people in our part.of 
this island, and I was'so unfortunate as to catch the in- 
‘fection: len I recovered—No! ‘recovery’ is not the 
Tight word’ to use? let me say, when I escaped death—I 
found myself afflicted by wnervons malady which has 
defied medical help from that time-to this, ; lam suffer- 
“ing—as the doctors explain if’ to me—from..a morbidly 
“sensitive condition of the nerves near the surface to 
the action of light. If I were to draw the curtains 
“and look out of that window, Ishould» feel the acut- 
est pain’ all over my face. If I covered my face and 
“drew the curtains with my bare hands, I should feel the 
same pain in my'‘hands. Youcanjustsee, perhaps, that 
Thave a very larf@and very thick veil/on my head, I 
let it fall over My face and neck and hands when I have 


er's study, ahd T find it/protection enough. Don't 
be too ready to déplore my sad» condition, sir. 1 have 
got so used to livi 8 in the dark that I can see quite 
he purposes of my poor existence. 

~Ican read and write’ in these shadows—I can see you 
and be of use to you in many little ways if you will let 
me. ‘There is really nothing to be distressed about. 
My life will not be a long one—I know and feel that. 
But hope to be spared long enough to be my father’s 
companion through the aye years of his life. Be- 
yond that, I have no prospect. the meanwhile Ihave 
my pledsures; and I mean to add to my scanty little 
stock the pleasure of attending on you, You are quite 
an event in my lite, Llook forward to reading to you 
and writing for you, as some girls look forward to anew 
dress or a first ball, Do you think it very strange of 
me to tell you so openly just what I have in my mind? 
Ican't help it. Isay whatI think to my father and to 
our poor neighbors hereabouts—and I can alter my 
Ways ata moment's notice. Iown it when I like peo- 
ple; and I own it when I don't. I have been looking 
at you while you were asleep, and I have read your face 
‘as Linight read a book. There are signs of sorrow on 


tially opening the door, rang my hand-bell. 


your forehead and your lips which it is strange to see in 
80 young a face as: yours. Lam afraid I shall trouble 
you with many questions about yourself when we be- 
cowe better acquainted with each other. Let me begin 
with a question in my capacity as nurse. Are your pil- 


“lows! comfortable? I can see they want shaking Le 
* Suall send for Peter to raise you? I am unhappily 


not strong enough to be able to help you in that way. 
No? ¥ou are able to help yourself? Wait a little, 


Tueret Now lie back, and tell me if know how to es- 
tablish the right sort of sympathy between a tumbled 
pillow and a weary head, ’ 

She had so indeseribably touched and interested me, 
stranyer as I was, that the sudden cessation of her faint 
swoet tones affected me almost with a sense of pain. In 


ing to see in me now but the poor reflection of my 
former self, the ruin of what was once a woman. I 
don't say this to distress you; Isay it to reconcile you 
to the darkness as a perpetual obstacle, so far as your | 
eyes are concerned, between you and me. Make the 
byt instead of the worst, of your strange position 
ere. 
you are ill. You have a nurse who is an impersonal 
creature—a shadow among shadows; a voice to speak 
to you, and a hand to help you, and nothing more. 
Enough of myself! she exclaimed, rising and changing 
her tone, “Whatcan I do to amuse you?” She con- 
sidered a little. “I have some odd tastes,”’ she re- 
sumed: “and I think I’may entertain you if I make 
you acquainted with one of them. .Are you like mos 
other men, Mr. Germaine? Do you hate cats ?'’ % 

The question startled me. However, I could honest- 
ly answor that, in this respect at least, | was not like 
other men. - s ie 

“To my thinking,” I added, “the cat is a cruelly-mis- 
understood creature—especially in England. Women, 
no doubt, generally do justice to the affectionate nature 
of cats. But the men treat them as if they were the 
natural enemies of the human race. ' The men drive a 
cat out of their presence if it ventures up stairs, and 
set their dogs at itif it shows itself in'the street—and 
then they turn round and accuse the poor creature 


It offers you a new sensation to amuse you while | 


(whose genial nature must attach itself to something) 
of being only fond of the kitchen !’’ 

The expression of these unpopular sentiments ap- 
peared to raise me greatly in the estimation of Miss 
Dunross. 

“We have one sympathy in common, at any rate,” 


aie said. “Now I can amuse you. Prepare for a sur- 
prise.” 1 ‘ 
She. drew her veil over her face as she spoke, and, par- 


i Peter ap- 
peared, and received his instructions. - rs 
“Move the screen,” said Miss Dunross. Peter obeyed. 
The ruddy fire-light streanied over the floor. Miss 
Dunross proceeded with her directions. “Open the 
door of the cat's room, Peter, and bring me my harp.— 
Don't suppose that you are going to listen to a great 
player, Mr. Germaine,” she went on, when Peter had 
departed on his singular errand, “or that you are likely 


to see the sort of harp to which you are accustomed, as | 
I can only play some old | 


aman of the modern time. 
Scotch airs, and my harp‘is an ancient instrument (with 
nheéw strings)—an heirloom in our family some centuries 
old. When you see my harp, you will think of pictures 
of Saint Cecilia; and you will be treating my perform- 
ance kindly if you will remember, at the same time, 
that Iam no Saint!” : 

She drew her ¢hair into the fire-light, and sounded a 
whistle which she took from thé pocket of her dress. 
In another moment the lithe and shadowy figures of 
the cats appearéd noiselessly in the red light, answering 
their mistress’s call. Icould just count six of them, as 
the creatures seated themselyes demurely in a circle 
round the chair. Peter followed with the harp, and 
closed the door after him as he went out. The streak 
of daylight being now excluded from the room, Miss 
Dunross threw back her yeil, and took the ‘Jharp on her 
knee ; seating herself, I observed, with her face turned 
away from thefire. ~ an * 

“ You will have light enough to see the cats by,” she 
said, “without having too much light tor me. Fire- 
light does not gre me the acute pain which I suffer 
when daylight falls on my tace; I feel acertain incon- 
yenience from it, and nothing more.” : 

_, She touched the strings of her instrument—the an- 
cient harp, as she had said, of the pictured Saint Cecil- 
ia; or, rather, as I thought, the ancient harp of the 
Welsh Bards. The sound was at-first unpleasantly high 
in pitch, to my untutored ear. At the opening notes 
of the melody—a slow, wailing, dirge-like air—the cats 
rose and circled round their mistress, marching to the 
tune. Now they followed each other singly; now, at a 
change in the melody, they walked two and two; and 
now again they separated into divisions of three each, 
and circled round the chair in opposite directions, The | 
music quickened, and the cats quickened their pace 
with it. Faster and faster the notes rang out, and 
faster and faster, in the ruddy fire-light, the cats, like 
living shadows, whirled round the still black figure in 
the chair, with the ancient harp on its knee. Anything 
8o weird, wild, and ghost-like I never imagined before 
even ina dream. The music changed, and the whirl- 
ing cats began to leap. One perched itself at a bound 
on the pedestal of the harp, Four sprang up together 


and assumed their places, two on each side of her 
shoulders. The last and smallest of the cats took the 
last leap, and lighted on her head! There the six crea- 
tures Kept their positions, motionless as statues. No- 
thing moved but the wan white hands over the harp 
strings; no sound but the sound of the music stirred 


acompany of performing cats! Ishall expect you to 
amuse ine to-morrow: I want you to tell me‘all about 
yourself, and how you came to visit these wild islands 
ofours. Perhaps, as the days go on and we get better 
acquainted, you will take mea little more into your 
confidence, and tell me the true meaning of that story 
of sorrow which I read on your face while you were 
asleep. T have just enough of the wemun leit in me to 
be the victim ot hehe! when Imeet with a person 
who interests me. Good-by till toanorrow. 1 wish 
yous tranquil night and a pleasant waking. Comoe, my 
familiar spirits! Come, my cat children! it's time wa 
went back to our own side.of the house.” 

She dropped tha yeil oyer her face, and, followed by 
her train of cats, glided out of the room. . 

Immediately on her departure Peter appeared and 
drew back the curtains. The light of the setting sun 
streamed in at the window. At the same momeut niy 
traveling companion returned in high spirits, eager to 
tell me about his fishing in. the lake. The contrast be- 
tween what I saw and heard now, and what I had seen 
and heard only a few minutes since, was so extraordin- 
ary and so startling that I almost doubted whether 
the veiled figure with the harp and the dance of cats 
were not the fantastic creations of adream. TI actually 
asked my friend whether he had found me awake or 
asleep when he came into the room. : 

Evening merged into night. The Master of Books 
made his appearance, to receiye the latest news of my 
health. He spoke and listened absently, as if his nuind 
was still preocenpied by his studies—except when I re- 
ferred gratefully to his daughter's kindness to me. At 
her name his faded blue eyes. brightened ; his drooping 
ond became,erect; his.sad, subdued voice strengthened 
in tone. 

“Do not hesitate to let her.attend on you,” he said. 
“Whatever interests or amuses her, lengthens her lite. 
In her life isthe breath of mine. She is more than my 
daughter—she is the guardian angel of the house; go 
where she inay, she carries the air of Heaven with her, 
When you say your prayers, sir, pray God to leave my 
— ae be a lide lonaen bs ad 

@ sig. eavily; his head dropped in on his 
breast—he left me. wD 2 

The hour advanced; the evening meal was set by my 
bedside. Silent Peter, taking his leaye for the night, 
developed into speech. “I sleep next door,” he said. 
‘Ring when you wantme.” My traveling companion, 
taking the second bed in the room, reposed in the happy 
sleep of youth. In the house there was dead silenco. 
‘Out of the house, the low song of the night wind, rising 
and falling over the lake and the moor, was the ons 
sound to be heard, | So the first day ended in the hos- 
pitable Shetland house. j i 


CHAPTER XX." 
THE GREEN FLAG. 


et rr wim ben 7% med polar pe on your power 
of painting in words, Your description gives, mea vivid 
idea of Mrs. Van Brandt.” —_ 

“Does the portrait please you, Miss Dunross ?”’ 

“May I speak as,plainly as usual?” | 

“ Certainly |” 

“Well, then, plainly, I don’t like your Mrs. Van 
Brandt.” 

Ten days had passed, and thus far Miss Dunross had 
made her way into my confidence already ! 

By what means had she induced me to trust her with 
those secret and sacred sorrows of my life which I had 
hitherto kept for my mother’s ear alone? Ican easily 
recall the rapid and subtle manner in which her sym. 
pathies twined themselyes round mine, but I fail en- 
tirely to trace the infinite gradations of approach by 
which she surprised and conquered my habitual ro- 
serve. The strongest influence of all, the influence of the 
“eye, Was not hers. When the light was admitted into 
the room, she was shrouded in her veil. At all other 
times the curtains were drawn, the acreen was before 
the fire; I could see dimly the outline of her tace, and I 
could see no more. The secret of her influence was per- 
haps partly attributable to the simple and sisterly map- 
ner in which she spoke to me, and y to the inde- 
acribable interest which associated itself with her mero 
presence in the room. Her father had told me that she 
“carried the air of Heaven with her.” In my experi- 
ence, I can only say that, she carried something with her 
which softly and inscrutably possessed itself of my will, 
and made me as unconsciously obedient to her wishes 
as if I had been her dog. The love story of my boy- 
hood, in all its particulars, down even to the gift of the 
epenn flag; the mystic predichens oo Dame rmody ; 

¢ loss of every trace of my little y of former daya 
the rescue of Mrs. Van Brandt from the river; the ap 
parition of her in the summer-house; the aiter-mee 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


ings with | in Edinburgh and in London; the final 
parting which had left its mark of sorrow on my face— 
all these events, all these sufferings, I confided to her as 
unreservedly as I have confided them to these pages. ! 
An | the result, as. she sat by me in the darkened room, 
Was summed up, with a woman's headlong impetuosity | 
of judgment, in the words that I have just written—" I 
dou t like your Mrs. Van Brandt!" ' 

~ Why not?’ I asked. 

She answered, instantly, ‘‘ Because you ought to love 
nobody but Mary.’’ a 

* But Mary has been lost to me since I was a boy of 
thirteen.” 

“ Be patient, and you will find heragain. Mary is pa- 
tient—Mary is waiting for you. When you meet her 
you will be ashamed to remember that you ever loved 
Mrs, Van Brandt—you will look on your separation from 
that woman as the happiest event of your life. I may 
not live to hear of it—but you will live to own that I 
‘was right.” 

Her perfectly baseless conviction that time would yet 
bring about my meeting with Mary, partly irritated, 
partly amused me. 

“You seem to agree with Dame Dermody,” I said. 
“You believe that our two destinies are one. No mat- 
ter what time may elapse, or what may happen in the 
time, you believe my marriage with Mary is still a mar- 
Tiage délayed, and nothing more ?"” ri 

“T firmly believe it.” 

“Without knowing why—except that you dislike the 
idea of my marrying Mrs. Van Brandt?” © - 

She knew that this view of her motive was not far 
from being the right one—and, woman-like, she shifted 
the discussion to new ground. 

“Why do you call her Mrs. Van Brandt?’ she asked. | 
“Mrs. Van Brandt is the namesake of your first love, 
If you are so fond of her, why don’t you call her Mary?’ 

I was ashamed to give the true reason—it seemed so 
utterly unworthy of a man of any sense or spirit. No- 
ticiuy my hesitation, she insisted on my answering her; 
she forced me to make my humiliating confession. 

“Tue man who has parted us,”’ I said,“ called her 
Mary. I hate him with such a jealous hatred that he | 
has even disgusted me with the name!. It lost all its | 
charm tor me when it passed Ais lips.” 

Thad anticipated that she would laugh at me. No! 
She suddenly raised her head as if she was looking at 
me intently in the dark. 

“How fond you must be of that woman!" shesaid, 
“Do you dream of her now ?" 

“T never dream of her now.” > 

“Do vou expect to see the apparition of her again ?” 

“It may be so—if a time comes when she is in sore | 
need of help, and when she has no friend to look to but 
me.” 7 

“Did you ever see the apparition of your little 
Mary?” 

_ “Never!” $ ' 

“But you used once to see her—as' Dame Dermody 
pre li te t--in dreams ?” . 

“ Yes:’when I was a lad.” : . 

* And, in the after-time, it was not Mary, but’ Mrs, 


*Van Brandt, who came to you in dréams—who appeared 


to vou in the spirit when she was far away from you in | 
re bo ly? Poor old Dame Dermody! She little'thought, 

uer lifetime, that the prediction would be‘tulfilled | 
by the wrong woman!” , - 

To that result her ifquiries had inserutably con- 
<lucted her! If she had only pressed them a little 
farther—if she had not uncons¢iously Jed me astray 

ain by the very next question that fell from her lips— 
she wiust have communicated to my mind the idea ob- 
Scurely germinating in hers—the idea of a possible 
identity between the-Mary. of my first love and Mrs. 
Van Brandt! ’ ; 

“ Tell me,” she went on, “if you met with your lit- 
tle Mary now, what. would she be like? what sort of a 
woman would you expect to see 2" 

I vonld hardly help laughing: “How can I tell,” I 
rejoined, “ at this distance of time?” 

« Try |" she said. 

R:asoning my way from the known personality to the 
unknown, I searched my memory for the image of the 


fraii and delicate child of my,remembrance; and I drew 
the picture of a frail and delicate woman—the most ab- 
sole contrast imaginable to Mrs. Van Brandt. - 

Tie half-realized idea of identity in the mind of Miss 
Dunross dropped out of it instantly, expelled by the 
substantial conclusion which the contrast implied. 
Alike ignorant of the aftergrowth of, health, strength, 
and beanty which time and circumstance had developed 
in the Mary of my youthful days, we had alike com- 
pleteiy and unconsciously misled one another. Once 
more I had missed the discovery of the truth, and 
misse.l it by a hair-breadth. 


“ Linfinitely prefer your portrait of Mary,” said Miss 
Duiross; “ to your portrait of Mrs. Van Brandt. Mary 
realizes my idea of what a really attractive woman 
ougit tobe. How you cam have telt any sorrow for the 
loss ot that other-person (I detest buxom women !) pass- 
es my understanding. I can’t tell you how interested 
Tam in Mary! I want to know more about her. Where 
is tiat pretty present of needle-work which the poor 
littie thing embroidered for you so industriously ? Do 
let ime see the green flag!" 

Se evidently supposed that I carried the green flag 
abont me. I felt a little contused as l answered her. 

“Tam sorry to disappoint you. The green flag is 
somewhere in my house in Perthshire.” 

“You have not got it with you?” she exclaimed. 
“ You leave her keepsafe lying about anywhere? Oh, 
Mr. Germaine, you have indeed forgotten Mary! A 
woman, in your place, would have parted with her life 
rather than part with the one memorial left of the time 
when she first loyed.” " 


spoke with such extraoy earnestness—with 


She ndinary 
Such agitation, I might almost say—that she quite 
startled me, 


“Dear Miss Dunross,” I remonstrated, ‘the flag is 
not lost.” 

“Ishould hope not,”’ she interposed, quickly. “If 
you lose the green flag, yow lose the last relic of Mary— 
and more than that, it mz belief is right.” 

“ Wiat do you believe ?” 

“You will laugh at me if I tell you. Iam afraid my 
first reading of your face was wrong—TI am afraid you 
are a hard man.” 

“Indeed, you do me an injustice. | entreat you to 
answer me as frankly as usual. What do I lose in losing 
the last relic of Mary ?"’ ' 

“Yon lose the one hope I haye for you,” she answer- 
ed, gravely—the hope of your meeting and. your 
marriagé with Mary in the time to come, I was 
sleepless last night, and I was thinking of your 
pretty love: story by the banks of the bright 
English lake. The longer. I thought, the more 
firmly I felt the conviction that the poor child's 
green flag is destined to have its innocent 
influence in forming your future life. Your hap- 
piness is waiting for you in that artless little keep- 
sake. I can’t explain or justify this belief of mine. It 
is one of my eccentricities, I suppose—like training my 
cats to perform tothe music of my harp. But if I was 
your old ‘riend, instead of being only your friend of a 
tew days, I would leave you no perce—I would. beg and 
entreat and persist, as only a woman can persist—until 
Thad made Mary's git as closea companion of yours as 
your mother’s portrait in the locket there at your 
watch chain. While the flag is with you, Mary's infiu- 
enceis with you, Mary's loye is still binding you by the 
dear old tie, and Mary and you, after years of separation, 
will meet again.” : 

The fancy was in itself was pretty and poetical; the 
earnestness which had given expression to it wonld 
haye had its influence over a man of a far harder nature 
than mine. I confess she had made me ashamed, if she 
had done nothing more; -of my neglect of the grven flag. 

“I will look tor it the moment I am at home again,’ I 
said; “and I will take care that it is carefully preserved 
for the future.’ ‘ 

“J want more than that,” she rejoined. “Ifyou can't 
wear the flag about you, want it always to be with you 
—to go wherever you go. When they brought your 
luggage here from the vessel at Lerwick you were par- 
ticularly anxious about the safety of your traveling 
writing-desk—the desk there on the table. Is there any- 
thing very valuable in it?’ 

“It contains my money, and other things that I prize 
far more highly—my mother’s letters, and some family 
relics’ which 4 should be very sorry to lose, Besitles, 
the desk itself has its own familiar interest as my con- 
stant traveling companion of many years past.” 

Miss Dunross rose and came close to the chair in 
which I was sitting. 

“Let Mary's flag be your.constant traveling compan- 
ion,” she said. “You have spoken far-too gratefplly of 
my services here as your nurs’. Reward me beyond 
my deserts. Make allowance, Mr. Germaine, for the 
superstitious fancies of a lonely dreamy woman, Prom- 
ise me that the green flag shalktake its place among the 
other little treasures in your desk.”’ 

It is needless to say that I made the-allowance and 
gave the promise—gave it, resolving seriously to abide 
ly dt. For the first time since I had kuown her she put 
her poor wasted hand in mine, and pressed it for a mo- 
ment. Acting heedlessly under my first. grateful im- 
pulse, I litted her hand to my lips-before L released it. 
She started, trembled, and suddenly and silently passed 
out of the room. 


CHAPTER XXI. 
SHE COMES BETWEEN US. 


Wuat emotion had I thoughtlessly aroused in Miss 
Dunross? Had I offended or distressed her? Or had I, 
without meaning it, forced on her inner knowledge 
some deeply seated feeling which she had thus far reso- 
lutely ignored? : 

I looked back through the days of my sojourn in the 
house; I questioned my own feelings and impressions 
on the chance that they mightserve me asa means of 
solving the mystery of her sudden flight from the room. 

What effect had she produced on me? 2 

_In plain truth, she had simply taken her place in my 
mind to the exclusion of every other person and every 
other subject. In ten days she had taken a hold on my 
sympathies of which other women would haye failed to 
js themselves in so many years. I remembered to 
amy shame, that my mother had but seldom occupied 
my thoughts. Even the image of Mrs. Van Brandt—ex- 
cept when the conversation had turned on her—had be- 
come a faint image in my mind. 

As tomy friends at Lerwick, from Sir James down- 
ward, they had all kindly come to see me, and I had 
secretly and ungratefully rejoiced when their de- 
parture left the scene free for the return of my nurse. 
In two days more the government vessel was to sail on 
the return voyage. 

My wrist was still painful when I tried to use it ; but 
the far more serious injury presented by the reopened 
wound was no longer a subject of anxiety to myself or 
to anyone about me. I-was sufficiently restored to be 
capable of making the journey to Lerwick, if I rested for 
‘one night ata farm half-way between the town and Mr. 
Dunross's house. Knowing this, I had nevertheless left 
the question prt se 4 the vessel undecided to the 
very latest moment. The motive which I pleaded to 
my friends was uncertainty as to the sufficient recovery 
ofmy strength. The motive which I now confessed to 
myself was reluctance to leave Miss Dunross. 

What was the secret of her power over me? What 
ee what passion, had she awakened in me? Was 

t love ‘ i 

~ No; not love. The place which Mary had once held 
in my heart, the place which Mrs..Van Brandt had 
taken in the after-time, was not the place occupied by 
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Miss Dunross, How could I (in the ordinary sense of 
the word) be in love with a woman whose face I had 
néver seen ? whose beauty had faded, never to bloom 
again ? whose wasted life hung by a thread which the 
accident of a moment might snap? The senses baye 
their share in alllove between the sexes which is worthy 
ofthe name, They had no share in the feeling with 
which I regarded Miss Dunross. What 2bas the feeling, 
then? I can only answer the question in one way. The 
feeling lay too deep in me for my sounding. 

What impression had I produced on her? What sen- 
sitive chord had I ignorantly touched when my lips 
touched her hand ? 

I confess I recoiled from pursuing the inquiry which 
Thad deliberately set myself tomake. I thought of her 
shattered health; of her melancholy existence in shadow 
and solitude; of the rich treasures of such a heart and 
such a mind as hers, wasted with her wasting life—and 
I said to myself, let her secret besacred! Let me never 
again, by word or deed, bring the trouble which tells of 
it to the surface ; let her heart be vailed from me in the 
darkness which vails her face ! > 

In this frame of mind toward her, '™ waited her re- 
turn. 

I had no doubt of seeing her again, sooner or later, on 
that day, The post to the south went out on the next 
day; and the early hour of the morning at which the mes- 
senger called for our letters made it a matter of ordinary 
convenience to write overnight. In the disabled state 
of my hand, Miss Dunross had been accustomed to 
write home for me under my dictation; she knew that 
I owed a letter to my mother, and that I relied, as 
usual, on her help. Her return to mé, under these cir- 
cumstances, was simply a question of time; any duty 
which she had once undertaken was an imperative 
duty in her estimation, no matter how trifling it might 


The hours wore on, the day drew to its end and still 
she hever appeared. 

Llett my room to enjoy the last sunny gleam of the 
daylight in the garien attached to the honse, first tell- 
ing Peter where Emight be found, if Miss Dunross wanted 
me. The garden was a wild place, to my southern no- 
tions; but it extended for some distance along the shore 
of the island, and it offered some pleasant views of the 
lake and the moorland country beyond. Slowly pursu- 
ing my walk, [proposed to myself to occupy my mind 
to some useful purpose by arranging beforehand the 
composition of the letter which Miss Dunross was to 
write, 

To my great surprise, I found it simply impossible to 
fix.my mind on the subject. Try as I might, my 
thoughts persisted in wandering from the letter tomy 
mother, aud concentrated themselves instead—on Miss 
Dunross? No. On the question of my returning or 
not returning to Perthshire by the government vessel ? 
No. By some capricious revulsion of feeling which it 
seemed impossible to account for, my whole mind waa 
now absorbed on the one subject which had been hith 
erto s6 strangely absent from it—the subject of Mrs. 
Van Brandt. a = 
My memory went back, in defiance of all exercise of 
my own will, to my last interview with her. Lsaw her 
ayain ; [heard her again; I tasted once more the mo- 
mentary rapture of our last kiss ; I felt once more the 
pang of sorrow that wrung me when I had parted wit! 
hier and found myself alone in the street. Tears—of 
which I was ashamed, though nobody was near to sea 
them—filled my eyes when I thought of the months 
that had passed since we had.last looked on one an- 
other, and of all that she might haye suffered, must 
haye suffered, in that time. Hundreds on hundreds of 
miles were between us, and yet she was now as near me © 
as if she was walking in the garden by my side. 

This strange condition of my mindwas matched by 
an equally strange condition otf my body. A mysterious 
trembling shuddered over me faintly from head to foot. 

I walked without feeling the ground as I trod on it; I 
looked about me with no distinct consciousness of what 
the objects were on which my eyes rested. My hands 
were cold, and yet I hardly felt it; my head throbbed 
hotly, and yet I was not sensible of any pain, It seemed 
as if I was surrounded and enwrapped in some electric 
atmosphere, which altered all the ordinary conditions 
of sensation. I looked up at the clear,calm sky, and 
wondered if a thunderstorm was coming. I stopped, 
and buttoned my coat round me, and questioned myself 
if Thad caught a cold, or it I was going to haye a fever. 
The sun sank below the moorland horizon, the gray 
twilight trembled over the dark waters of the lake. I 
went back to the house, and the vivid memory of Mrs. 
Van Brandt, still in close companionship, went back 
with me. 

The fire in my room had burned low in my absence. 
One of the closed curtains had been drawn back a few 
inches, 80 as to admit through the window a ray of the 
dying light. On the boundary limit where the light was - 
erdssed by the obscurity which filled the rest of the 
room, I saw Miss Dunross seated, with her yail drawn 
and her writing-case on her knee, waiting my return. . 

I hastened to make my excuses. I poms, her that I 
had been careful to tell the servant where to find me. 
She gently checked me before I could say more. 

“It’s not Peter's fault,” she said. “I told him not to 
hurry your return to the house. Have you enjoyed 


your walk ?”’ 

She spoke very quietly. The faint sad voice was 
fainter and sadder t! ever, She kept her head bent 
over her writing-case, instead of turning it toward me 
as usual while we were talking. I still felt the myste- 
rious trembling which had oppressed me in the gar_ 
den. Drawing a chair near the fire, I stirred the em 
bers together and tried to warm myself. Our positions- 
in the room left some little distance between us. I 
could only see her sideways as she sat by the window in 
the sheltering darkness of the curtain which still re- 
mained drawn. 

“I think Ihave been too long in the garden," I said. 
“I feel chilled by the cold evening air,” 
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“Will you have some more wood put on the fire?’’ | things,’ I said, “which my mother would be glad-to 


whe asked. “Can I get you anything?’ 

“No, thank you. I shall do very well here. I see you 
are kindly y to write for me,” 

“Yes,” she said, ‘at your own convenience. When 
you are ready, my pen is ready.” J : 

The unacknowledged reserve that had come between 
us since we had last spoken together was, I believe, as 
painfully felt by her as by me. We were, no doubt, 
Jonging to break through it on either side—if we had 
only known’ how. The writing of the letter would oc- 
cupy us at any.rate. I‘made another effort to give my 
mind to the subject, and once more it was an effort 
made in vain. Knowing what I wanted to say to my 
mother, my faculties seemed to be paralyzed when I 
tried to say it. Isat cowering by the fire, and she sat 
waiting with her writing-case on her lap. . 


” CHAPTER XXII. 
SHE CLAIMS ME AGAIN. 


Tue moments passed ; the silence between us contin- 
ued. Miss Dunross made an attempt to rouse me, 

“Have you decided to go back to Scotland with your 
friends at Lerwick ?” she asked. 

“It is no easy matter,” I replied, to decide on leav- 
ing may friends in thie house.” 

er head drooped lower on her bosom; her yoice sank 
as she answered me. 

“Think of your mother,” she said. “The first duty 
you owe is your duty to her. Your long absence isa 
heavy trial to her—your mother is suffering.” 

“Suffering !’' I repeated. “Her letters say noth- 
ing "—— = 

S you forget that you have allowed me to read her 
letters,’’ Miss Dunross interposed. ‘“Isee the unwrit- 
ten and unconscious confession of anxiety in every line 
that she writes to you. You know as well asI do that 
there is cause for her anxiety, Make her happy by tell- 
ing her that you sail for home with your friends. Make 
her happier still by telling her that you grieve no more 
over the loss of Mrs. Van Brandt. May I write it in 
your name and in those words ?”’ “ 

I felt the strangest reluctance to permit her to write 
in those terms, or in any terms, of Mrs. Van Brandt. 
‘The unhappy love story of my manhood had never been 
a forbidden subject between us on former occasions. 
Why did I feel as if it had become a forbidden subject 
now? Why did I evade giving her a direct reply ? 

“We have plenty of time before us,” I said, “I want 
to speak to you about yourself.” 

She lifted her hand in the obscurity that surrounded 
her, as if to protest against the topic to which T had re- 
turned. I persisted, nevertheless, in returning to it. 

“TIfI must go back,” I went on, “I may venture to 


say to you, at parting, what I have not said yet. Ican- 
not ah will not believe that you are an incurable in- 
valid. My education, as I have told you, has been the 
education of a medical man. I am well acquainted with 
some of the greatest living physicians, in Edinburgh as 
well as in Londen. Will you allow me to describe your 
malady (as I understand it) to men who are accustomed 
to treat cases of intricate nervous disorder? and will 
you let me write and tell you the result?” 

I waited for her reply. Neither by word nor sign did 
she enco the idea of any future communication 
with her, I ventured to suggest another motive which 

t induce her to receive-a letter from me. 

“In any case, I may find it necessary to write to you,” 
Iwenton. ‘You firmly believe that I and my little 
Mary are destined to meet again. If your anticipations 
are realized, yon will expect me to tell you of it, 
eurely 7” 

Once more I waited, She ke, but it was not to 
reply ; it was only to change the subject. 

“ Tho time is passing,” was all she suid. “‘We have 
not begun your letter to your mother yet.” 

It would have been cruel to contend with her any 
longer. Her voice warned me that she was suffering. 
The faint gleam of light through the parted curtains 
was fading fast. It waa time, indeed, to write the letter. 
I could find other opportunities of speaking to her before 
Tleit the house. L 

“Tam ready,” Tanswered. “Let us begin.” 

The first sentence was easily dictated to my’ patient 
secretary. I informed my mother that my sprained 
wrist was nearly reStored to use, and that nothing pre- 
vented my leaving Shetland, when the Light-house 
Commissioner was ready to return, This was all that 
it waa necessary to say on the subject of my health, the 
disaster of my reopened wound core: Reg for obvious 
reasons concealed trom my mother’s knowledge. Miss 
Dunross silently wrote the opening lines of the letter, 
and waited for the words that were to follow. 

In my next sentence [ announced the date at which the 
vessel was to sail on the return voyage, and I mention- 
ed the period at which my mother might expect see 
me, weather permitting. ‘Those words also Miss Dunross 
wrote, and waited again: I set myself to consider what 
Ishould say next. To my surprise and alarm, I found 
it impossible to fix my mind on the subject. My 
thoughts wandered away in the strangest manner from 
my letter to Mre. Van Brandt. I was ashamed of my- 
self, Iwas angry with myself; I resolved, no matter 
what I said, that I would positively finish the letter. 
No; try as I might, the utmost effort of my will availed 
me nothing. Mrs. Van Brandt's words at our last inter- 
view were murmuring in my ears; not a word of-my 
own would come to me. 


hear if I was not too stupid to think ofthem. I am 
sure I may trust your sympathy to think of them for 
ave. 

That rash answer offered Miss Dunross the oppor- 
tunity of returning to the subject of Mrs. Van Brandt. 
She seized the opportunity with a woman’s persistent 
resolution when she has her end in view, and is deter- 
mined to reach it at all hazards. 

“You have not told your mother yet,” she said, “ that 
your infatuation for Mrs. Van Brandt is at an end. Will 
you put it in your own words, or shall I write it for 
you, imitating your language as well as I can?” 

In the state of my mind at that moment, her perse- 
verance conquered me. I thought to myself, indolently, 
“If Tsay No, she will only return to the subject again, 
and she will end (afterall I owe to her kindness) in mak- 
ing me say Yes.” Before I could answer her, she had 
realized my anticipations. She returned to the subject, 
and she made me say Yes. 

“What does your silence mean?” she said. “Do you 
ask me to help you, and do you refuse to accept the 
first suggestion I offer?” 

BR nd up your pen,” I rejoined. “It shall be as you 
wish,” 

"Will you dictate the words?" 

“I will try.” 

I tried ; and, this time, I succeeded. With the image 
of Mrs. Van Brandt vividly present to my mind, I 
arranged the first words of the sentence which was 
aA my mother that mv “infatuation” was at an 
end, 

“You will be glad to hear,” I began, “that time and 
change are doing their good work, 

Miss Dunross wrote the words, and paused in antici- 
pation of the next sentence. The light faded and 
faded ; the room grew darker and darker. I went on. 

“T hope I shall cause you no more anxiety, my dear 
mother, on the subject of Mra. Van Brandt.” 

In the deep silence Icould hear the pen of my secre- 
tary traveling steadily over the paper while it wrote 
those words. 

“ Have you written ?” I asked, as the sound of the 


pen c i 

“TL have written,” she answered, in her customary 
quiet tones, 

I went on again with my letter. 

“ The days pass now, and I seldom or never think of 
her; I hope I am resigned at last to the loss of Mrs. 
Van Brandt.” 

As I reached the end of the sentence I heard a faint 
ery from Miss Dunross. Looking instantly toward her, 
I could just see, in the deepening darkness, that her 
head had fallen on the back of the chair. My first im- 

ulse was, of course, to rise and go to her. I had 
rely got tomy feet, when some indescribable dread 
paralyzed me on the instant. Supporting myself 
against the chimney-piece, 1 stood, perfectly incapable 
of advancing astep. The effort to speak was the one 
effort that I could make. 

“ Are you ill?” I asked. 

She was able to answer me, epesking in a whigper, 
without raising her head. 

“Tam frightened,’ she said. ‘ 

“ What bas frightened you?” 

T heard her shudder in the darkness. —— of an- 
swering me, she whispered to herself, “ it am Ito 
say to him?” 

“ Tell me what has frightened you,’’ I repeated.‘ You 
know you may trust me with the truth.” 

She rallied her sinking strength. She answered in 
these strange words: 

“Something has come between me and the letter that 
Iam writing for you.” 

“ What is it?” 

‘“T can't tell you.” 

“Can you see it ?” 

“ No.” 

“Can you feel it?” 

“ Yes.”" 

“ What is it like?” 

“Like a breath of cold air between me and the 
letter.” 4 

“Has the window come open ?”" 

“The window is close shut.” 

“ And the door?” 

“ The door is shut also—as well as Ican see, Make 
an of it for yourself. Where are you? What are you 

oing 2” 

I was looking toward ‘the window. As she spoke her 
last words; I was conscious of a change in that part of 
the room, 

In the gap between the parted curtains there was a 
new light shining—not the dim gray twilight of Nature, 
but a pure and 8 radiance, a pale unearthly light. 
While I watched it, the starry radiance quivered as if 
some breath of sir had stirred it. When it was still 
again, there dawned on me through the unearthly lustre 
the figure of a woman. By fine and slow gradations it 
becime more and more distinct. I knew the noble 
figure; I knew the sad and tender smile. For the 
second time I stood in the presence of the apparition of 
Mrs, Van Brandt. 

She was robed not as Thad last seen her, but in the 
dress which she had worn on the memorable evening 
when we met on the bridge—in the dress in which she 
had first appeared to me by the waterfall in Scotland. 
The starry light sbone round her like ahalo. She 
lookéd at me with sorrowful and pleading eyes, as she 
had looked when I saw the apparition of her in the 


Miss Dunross laid down her pen, and slowly turned | summer-house. She lifted her hand—not beckoning me 


her head to look at me. 
“Surely 
letter ?”’ she said. 

-“ Certainly,’ Langwered. “I don’t know what.is the 
matter with me. The effort of dictating seems to be 
beyond my power this evening,” 

“Can I help you?” she asked. ' 
I gladly accepted the suggestion. “There are many 


| to approach her as before, but gently signing to me to 
you have something more to add to your | 


remain where I stood. 

I waited—feeling awe, but no fear. My heart was all 
hers aa I looked at her. 

She moved, gliding from the window to the chair in 
which Miss Dunross sat, winding her way slowly round 
it, until she stood at the back. -By the light of the pale 
halo that encircled the ghostly Presence and moved 


)such difficulty troubled me. 


with it I could see the dark figure of the living woman 
seated immovable in the chair. The writing-case was 
on her lap, with the letter and the pen lying on it. Her 
arms hung helpless at her sides; her yailed head was 
now bent forward. She looked: as if she had been 


struck to stone in the act of trying to rise from her - 


seat, 

A moment passed—and I saw the ghostly Presence 
stoop over the living woman. It lifted the writing-case 
from herlap. It rested the writing-case on her shoul- 
der. Its white fingers took the pen and wrote on the 
unfinished letter. It put the writing-case back on the 
lap of the living woman. Sfill standing behind the 
chair, it turned toward me. It looked at me ence 
more, And now it beckoned—beckoned to me to ap- 
proach, é 

Moving without conscious will of my own, as I had 
moved when I first saw her in the summer-house— 
drawn nearer and nearer by an irresistible power, I up- 
proached, and stopped within a few paces of her. She 
advanced and laid her hand on my bosom. Again I felt 
those strangely mingled sensations of rapture and awe 
which had once before filled me when I was conscions 
spiritually of her touch. Aguin she spoke, in the low 
melodious tones which I recalled so well. Again she 
said the w , Remember me. Come tome.” Her 


hand dropped from niy bosom. The pale light in which , 


she stood quivered, sank, vanished. Isaw the twilight 
sparing between the curtains, and I saw no mure. 
jhe had spoken. She had gone. 
I was hear Miss Dunross —near enough, when 1 put 
out my hand, to touch her/ 
She started and shuddered, like a woman suddenly 
awakened from a dreadful dream. 
“Speak to me!" she whispered. ‘Let me know that 
it is you who touched me.” 
ri Ispoke a few composing words before I questioned 
er. 
“ Have you seen anything in the room ?”’ 
She answered, “I have been filled with a deadly fear. 
have seen Dothing but the writing-case lifted from my 
ap.”" r 
- ag you see the hand that lifted it?’ 
“ ‘o.”* 
* oe you see a starry light, and a figure standing in 
” No.” ies 
" Did you see the writing-case after it was lifted ‘rom 
your lap?” z 
“ Laaw it resting on my shoulder.’ 
“Did you see writing on the letter which was not 
weds somata shad the paper than th: 
‘Ieaw a er iow on 6 shadow 
in which Iam sitting.” 
“ Did it move ?” 
“It moved across the paper.” 
“As a pen moves in writing 7’ 


“Yes. As a pen moves in writing.” § 


“ May I take the letter ?” 

She handed it to me. 

“ May I light s candle ?” 

She drew her vail more closely over her face, and 
bowed in silence, 

1 lit the candle on the mantel-piece, and looked for 
the writing. - g 

There, on the blank space in the letter—as I had 
it before on the blank space in the sketch-book—th 
were the written words which the ghostly Presence had 
left behind it; arranged once more in two lines, as I copy 


them here: 


At the Month's End, 
In the Shadow of Saint Paut’s. 


CHAPTER XXII, 
‘ THE KIKs, 

Sne had need of mo again. She had claimed me 
again. I felt all the old love, all the old devotion, own- 
ing her power’once more, Whatever had mortified or 
angered me at our last interview was forgiven anil for- 
gotten now. My whole beg 9 still thrilled with the 
mingled swe and rapture of beholding the Vision of her 
that had come to me for the second time. The minutes 
passed, und I stood by the fire like a man entranced, 
thinking only of her spoken words, “Remember me. 
Come to me;’’ oe ta ae, at her mystic writing, 
“At the month's end. In the shadow of Saint Paul’s.’ 

The month's end was still far off; the apparition of 
her had shown itself to me under some subtle provision 
of trouble that was still in the future. Ample time 
was before me for the pilgrimage to which I was self- 
dedicated already—my pilgrimage to the shadow of 
Saint Paul’s, 

Other men in my position might have hesitated as to 
the right understanding of the place ‘to which they 
were bidden. Other men might have wearied their 
memories by recalling the churches, the institutions, 
the streets, the towns in foreign countries, all conse- 
erated to Christian reverence by the great Apustle's 
name, and might have fruitlessly asked themselves in 
which direction they were first to turn their steps. No 
} n My first conclusion. was 
the one’conclusion that was acceptable to my mind. 
“Saint Paul's ’' meant the famong cathedral of London. 
Where the shadow ot the great church fell, there, at 
the month's end, I should find her, or the trace of her. 
In London once more, and nowhere else, I was destined 
to see the woman I loved, in the living body, as cer- 
tainly ds I had just seen her in the ghostly presence. 

, Who could interpret the mysterious sympathies that 
still united us, in defiance of distance, in defiance of 
time? Who conld predict to what end our lives were 
tending in the years that were to come? | : 

Those questions were still present to my Hhoughts, 
my eyes were still fixed on the mysterious w q 
when I became instinctively aware of the strango sile: 
in the room, Instantly the lost remembrance of Miss 
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Dynross came back tome. Stung by my own sense of 
sel Pedpioadti. I turned with a start, and looked towards 
her chair by the window, ; ' 

The chair was empty. I was alone in the room. 

Why had she left me secretly, without a word of 
farewell? Because sne was suffering in mind or body? 
Or because she resented—naturally resented—my. neg- 
lect of her? . 

The bare suspicion that I had given her pain was 
jntolerable tome, I rang my bell to make inquiries. 

The bell was answered, not as usual by the silent 
servant Peter, but by a woman of middle age, very 
quietly and neatly dressed, whom I had once or twice 
soet on the way to and from my room, and of whose 
exact position in the house I was still ignorant. 

“Do you wish to see Peter?" she asked, 

“No. I wish to know where Miss Dunross is.” 

“Miss Dunross isin her room. -She has sent me with 
this letter.” : 

1 took the letter, feeling some surprise and uneasi- 
ness. It was the first time Miss Dunross had communi- 
cated with me in that formal — I tried to gain 
further information by questioning er Messenger. © 

“Are you Miss Dunrosa’s maid?” Iasked, 

“T have served Miss Dunross for many years,”’ was the 
answer, spoken yery ungraciously. 

“Do you think she would receive me if I sent you 
with a message to her?’" 

“‘Tean't say, sir. The letter may tell you. You will 
do well to read the letter.” 

We looked at each other. The womian's preconceived 
impression of me was evidently an unfavorable one. 
Had I, indeed, pained or offended Miss Dunross? And 
had the seryant—perhaps the faithful servant who 
Joved her—discovered and resented it? The woman 
frowned as she looked at me. It would be a mere waste 
of words to persist in questioning her. I let her go. 

Left by myself again, I read the letter. It began, 
without any form of address, in these lines : 

“I write, instead of speaking to you, because my self- 
control has already been severely tried, and I am not 
strong enough to bear more. For my father’s sake— 
not for my own—I must take all the care I can of the 
little health that I have left. 

“Putting together what you have told me of the vision- 
ary creature whom you saw in the summer-house in 
Scotland, and what you said when-you questioned mein 
your room a little while since, I cannot fail to infer that 
the same Vision has shown itselfto you for the second 
. time, The fear that I felt, the strange things that I saw (or 
thought Isaw), may have been imperfect reflections in 
my mind of what was passing in yours. I do not stop 
to inquire whether we sre both the victims of a delusion, 
or whether we are the chosen recipients of a supernatural 
communication. The result, in either case, is enough 
forme, You are once more under the influence of Mrs. 
Van Brandt. I will not trust myself to tell you of the 
anxieties and forebodings by which Iam oppressed: I 
will only acknowledge that my one hope for you isin 
your speedy reunion with the worthier object of your 
constancy and devotion, I still believe, and I am con- 
soled in believing, that you and your first love will meet 

“Having written so far,I leave the subject—not to 
return to it, except in my own thoughts. 

“The necessary preparations for your departure to- 
morrow are all made, Nothing remains but to wish you 
* sate and pleasant journey home. Donot, lentreat you, 
think me insensible of what I owe to you if Isay my fare- 
well words here. ¥ 

“The little services which you have allowed me to 
render you have brightened the closing days of my life. 
You have left mea treasury of happy memories which 
I shall hoard when you are gone with miserly care. Are 
you willing toadd new claims to my grateful remem- 
‘brance? Task it of you as a last favor—do not attempt 
to 866 me again. Do not expect me to take a personal 
leave of you. The saddest of all words is ‘Good- 
by.’ Ihave fortitude enough to write it, and no more, 
God preserve and prosper you! Farewell! 

“One more request. I beg that you will not forget 
what you promised me whenI told you my foolish 
fancy about the green flag. Wherever you go, let Mary’s 
keepsake go with you. No written answer is necessary. 
I would rather not raceive it. Look up, when you leave 
the house to-morrow, at the center window over the 
doorway—that will be answer enough.” 

To say that these melancholy lines brought the tears 
into my é@yes is only to acknowledge that I had sympa- 
thies which could be touched. en I had in some 
degree recovered my composure, the impulse which 
urged me to write to Miss Dunross was too strong to be 
resisted. I did not trouble her with # long letter. I 
only entreated her to reconsider her decision, with all 
the art of persuasion which I could summon to help 
me. The answer was brought back by the servant who 
waited on Miss Dunross in four resolute words: *It 
tpn be.” This time the woman spoke out before she 

eft me. 

“Tf you have any regard for my mistress,"’ she said, 
sternly, “dori’t make her write to you again.” 

She looked at me with a last lowering frown and left 
the room, 3 

It is needless to say that the faithful servant's words | 
only increased my anxiety to seé Miss Dunross once | 
more before we parted—perhaps for'ever. My one last | 
Lope of success in attaining this object lay in approach- | 
ing her indirectly through the intercession of her 
father. 

Isent Peter to inquire ifI might be permitted to pay 
my respects to his master that evening. My messenger 
returned with answer that was anew disappoint: 
ment tome. Mr. Dunross begged that I would excuse 
him if he deferred the proposed interview until the next 
morning. The next morning was the morning of my 
departure. Did the message mean that he had no wish 
to see me again until the time had come to take leave 
ofhim? Tinquired of Peter whether his master was: 
particularly occupied that evening, He was unable to 


tell me. “The Master of Books” was notin his study 
8s usual. When he sent/his message to me he was sit- 
ting by the sofain his daughter's room, 

Having answered in those terms, the man left me by 
myself untilthe next morning. I donot-wish my bit- 
terest enemy a sadder time in his life than the time I 
| roto during the last night of my residence wnder Mr. 

unross’s roof. : 

After walking to and fro in the room until Iwas 
weary, I thought of trying to divert my mind jrom the 
sad thoughts that oppressed it by reading. The one 
candlewhich I had lit failed to sufficiently illuminate 
the room. ‘Advancing to‘the mantel-piece to light the 


second candle which stood there; Lnoticed the unfinish- | 


ed letter to my mother lying where I had placed it 

when Miss Dunross’s servant first presented herself -be- 

fora me. Having lit the second candle, I took, up the 
letter to put it away among my other papers. Doing 
this (while my thoughts were. still dwelling on Miss 

Dunross), I mechanically looked at the letter again, and 

instantly discovered a change in it. 

» The written characters traced by, the hand of the ap- 
arition had vanished. Below the last lines written by 
‘iss Dunross nothing met my eye now but the blank 

white paper. : 

My first impulse was to look at my watch. 

When-the ghostly Presence had written in my sketch- 
book the characters had disappeared after an interval of 
threehours, On this occasion (as nearly aa I could cal- 
culate) the writing had vanished in one hour only. 

Reverting to the conversation which I had held with 
Mrs. Van Brandt when we met at Saint Anthony’s Well, 
and to the discoveries which followed at a later period 
of my life, I can only repeat that she had again been 
the subject of a trance or dream when the apparition of 
her showed itself to me for the second time. As before, 
she had freely trusted me, and freely appealed to me to 
help her, in the dreaming state, when her spirit was 
free to recognize my spirit. Whenshe had come to her. 
self, after an interval of an hour, she had again felt 
ashamed of the familiar manner in which she had com- 
municated with me in the trance; had again uncon- 
sciously counteracted by her waking will the influence 
ofher sleeping will, and had thus caused the writing 
once more to disappear in an hour irom the moment 
when the pen had traced (or seemed to trace) it. 

This is still the one explanation that I can offer. At 
the time when the incident happened I was fartrom be- 
ing fully addmitted to the confidence of Mrs. Van 
Brandt, and I was necessarily incapable of arriving at 
any solution ofthe mystery, right or wrong. I could 
only putaway the letter, doubting vagu whether my 
own senses had not deceived me. After the distressing 
thoughts which Miss Dunross's letter had roused in 
my mind, I was in no humor to employ my ingenuity 
in finding a clew to the mystery of the vanished writ- 
ing. My nerves were irritated; I felt a sense of angry 
discontent with myself, and with others. 

“Go where Imay,’’ I thought, impatiently, “the dis- 
turbing influence of women seems to be the only infiu- 
ence that Iam fated to feel.” *: 

As I still paced backward and forward in my room—it 
was useless to think now offixing my attention on a 
book—TI fancied I understood the motives which made 
men as young as I was retire to end their lives in a 
monastery. I drew aside the window-curtains and look- 
edout. Theonly prospect that met my view was the 
black gulf of darkness in which the lake lay hidden. I 
could see nothing; I could do nothing, I could think of 
nothing. The one alternative before me was that of 
trying to sleep. My medical knowledge told me plainly 
that natural sleep was, in my nervous condition, one of 
the unattainable luxuries of lite for that night. The 
Medicine chest which Mr. Dunross had placed at my 
disposal remained in the room. I mixed for myself a 
strong sleeping draught, and syllenly took refuge trom 
my troubles in bed. 

It.i8 a peculiarity of most of the soporific drugs that 
they not only act in a totally different manner on dif- 
ferent constitutions, but that they are not even to 
be depended on to act always in-the same manner on 
the bame tel gry Thad taken care to extinguish the 
candles before I gt into my bed. Under ordinary cir- 
cumstances, after I had lain quietly in the darkness for 
half an hour, the draught that I had taken would haye 
sent me tosleep. In the present state of my nerves, 
the draught stupoefied me, and did no more. ' 

Hour after hour I lay perfectly still, with my eyes 
closed, in the semi-sleeping, semi-wakeful state which 
is so curiously characteristic of the ordinary repose of 
adog. As the night wore on, such a sense of heaviness 
oppressed my eye-lids that it was literally impossible 
for-me to open them; sucha masterful languor pos- 
sessed all “r muscles that-I could no more move on 
my pillow than ifI had been acorpse. And yet in this 
somnolent condition my mind was able to pursue lazy 
trains of pleasant thought. My sense of hearing was #0 
acute that it caught the faintest sounds made by the 

assage of the night breeze through the rushes of the 
ake. Inside my bed-chamber I was even more keenly 
sensible of those weird night noises inthe heavy fur- 
niture of a room, of those sudden settlements of extinct 


coals in the grate, so familiar to bad sleepers, so start- | 


ling to overwrought nerves. Itis not a scientifically 
correct statement, but it exactly describes my condi- 
tion that night, to say that one half of me was asleep 
and the other half awake. 

How many hours ef the night had passed when my 
irritable sense of hearing became aware of a new sound 
in the room, I cannot‘tell, Ican only relate that I found 
myself, on a sudden, listening intently, with fast-closed 
eyes. The sound that disturbed me was the faintest 
sound imaginable, as of something softand light travel- 
ing slowly over the surface of the carpet, and brushing 
it just loud enough to be heard. 

Little by little the sound came neargr and nearer to 
my bed, and then suddenly stopped, just as I fancied it 
was close byme. — 

I still lay immovable, with closed eyes, drowsily 


waiting for the next sound that might reach my ears. 

drowsily content with the silence, if the silence con- 

tinued. My thoughts (if thoughts they could be call- 
| ed) were drifting back again into their former course, 

when I became suddenly conscious of soft breathing just. 
| aboveme. -The next moment I felt a touch.on my fore- 
| head, light, soft, tremulons, like the touch of lips that 
| had kissed me. There was a momentary pause, then & 
| low sigh trembled through the silence, Then, I heard 
| again the still small sound of something. brushing its 
| Way over the carpet, traveling. this.time qm my. bed, 
| and moying so rapidly thatin a moment more it was 
| lost in the silence of the night. 

Still stupefied by the drug that I had taken, J could 
lazily wonder what.had happened, and could do no more- 
Had using lips really touched me? Was the sound that L 
had heard really the sound of a sigh? Or was it all de- 
lJusion, beginning and ending in a dream? The time 
passed without my deciding or caring to decide those 
questions. Minute by minute thecomposing influence 
of the draught began at last to strengthen its hold on my 
brain. A cloud seemed to pass softly over my last wak- 
ing impressions. One after another the ties broke gent- 
ly that had held me to conscious life. I drifted peace. 
fully into perfect sleep. 


- * * * * * 


Shortly after sunrise I awoke. When I regained the 
use of my memory, my first clear recollection was the 
recollection of the soit breathing which I had felt above 
me, then of the touch on my. forehead and of the sigh 
which Lhad heard aiter it. Was it possible that. some 
one had entered my room inthe night? Itewas quite 
possible. I had not locked the door; 1 had never been 
in the habit of locking the door during my residence 
under Mr. Dunross’s roof. 

Aiter thinking it over a little, I rose toexamine my 
room, 

Nothing in the shape of a discovery rewarded me jn- 
til [reached the door, Though I had not locked it over- 
| night, I had certainly satisfied myself that it was clos 
| before I went to bed. It was now ajar. Had it open 
| again, through being imperfectly shut? Or had  per- 
| ao. or entering and leaving, my room, forgotten to, 
| close it 

Accidentally looking downward while I was weighing 
| these probabilities, I noticed a small black object on the 
| carpet, lying just under the key, on the inner side of the 
| door, I picked the thing up, and found that it was a 
| torn morsel of black lace. « 
| The instant I saw the fragment I was reminded of the 
| long black veil, hanging below her waist, which it wae 
| the habit of Miss Dunrogs to wear. Was it her dress,. 
| then, that I had heard softly traveling over the carpet ? 
| her kiss that had touched my forehead? er sigh that 
had trembled through the silence? Had the ill-fated 
and noble creature taken her last leave of me in the 
dead of night, trusting the preservation of her secret to 
the deceitful appearances which persuaded her that I 

was asleep? I looked again at the ent of black 
| lace. Her long veil might easily have been caught and 
| torn by the projecting key as she passed rapidly through 

the door on her way out of my room. Sadly und rey- 
erently I laid the morsel of lace among the treasured 
| memorials which Ihad brought with me from home. 
| To the end of her life, I vowed it, she should be left un- 
| disturbed in the belief that her secret was safe in her 
own breast. Ardently as I still longed to take her hand 
at parting, I now resolved to make no further effort to 
see her. I might not be master of my own emotions ; 
something in my face or in my manner might betray 
me to,her quick and delicate perception. Knowing what 
I now knew, the last sacrifice I could make to her would 
be to obey her wishes. I made the sacrifice. 

In an hour more Peter informed me that the ponies 
were at the door, and that the master was waiting for 
me in the outer hall, 

Inoticed that Mr. Dunross gave me his hand with- 
out looking at me. His faded blue eyes, during the few 
minutes while.we were together, were not once raised 
from the ground. 

“God speed you on your journey, sir, and guide you 
safely home,” he said. “I beg you to forgive me ifI 
fail to accompany yon on the first few miles of your 
journey. There are reasons which oblige me to remain 
with my daughter in the house.” 

He was scrupulously, almost painfully, sourteous; 
but there was something in his manner which, for the 
first time in my experience, seemed designedly to keep 
me ata distance from him. Knowing the intimate 
sympathy, the perfect confidence, which existed be- 
tween the father and daughter,a doubt crossed my 
mind whether the secret of the past night was entirely 
| asecret to Mr. Dunross. His next words set that doubt 
| at rest and showed me the truth. 
| In thanking him for his good wishes, I attempted also 
| to express to him (and through him to Miss Dunross) 
| my sincere sense of gratitude for the kindness which [ 

had received under his roof. He stopped me politely 

and resolutely, speaking with that quaintly precise 
| choice of language which I had remarked as character- 
| istic of him at our first interview, 
“It isin your power, sir,” he said, “to:return any 
| obligation which you may think you have incurred on 
| leaving my house. If you will be pleased to consider 
| your residence here as an yhimportant episode in your 
| life, which ends—absoluteJy ends—with your departure, 
you will more than any kindness that you may 
have received as my guest. In saying this, I speak un- 
der a sense of duty which does entire justice to yo”, as 
a gentleman and aman of honor. In return, I can only 
trust to you not to misjudge my motives if I abstain 
from explaining myself any farther.” 

‘A faint color flushed his pale cheeks. He waited, with 
acertain proud resignation, for my reply, I respected » 


her secret, respected it more resolutely than ever, be- 

fore her father. : 

| *“ After all that I owe to you, sir,” I answered, * your 
Wishes are my commands.” Saying that, and saying no 


» 


more, I bowed to him with marked respect, and left the 
house. é 

Mounting my pony at the door, I looked up at the 
center window, ag she had bidden me. It was open; 
but dark curtains, jealously closed, kept ont the light 
from the’ room within. At the sound of the pony’s 
hoofs on the rotigh island road, as the animal moved, 
the curtains were parted forafewinchesonly: Through 
the gap in the dark draperies a wan, white hand ap- 
peared, waved tremulously a last farewell, and vanished 
from my view. The curtains closed again on her dark 
and solitary life. The dreary wind sounded its long, 
low dirge over the rippling waters of the lake. The po- 
nies took their places in the ferry-boat which was kept 
for the passage of animals to and from the island. » With 
alow, regular strokes the men rowed us to the mainland, 
and took their leave. [looked back at the distant house. 
I thought of her in the dark room, waiting patiently for 
death. Burning tears blinded me. The guide took my 
bridle in his hand. “ You're not well, sir,” he said. “I 
will lead the pony.” 

When I could look again at thé landscape round me, 
we had descended, in the interval, from the higher 
ground to the lower. The house and lake had disap- 
peared, to be seen no more.. 


CHAPTER XXIY. 
IN THE SHADOW OF SAINT PAUL'S. 


In ten days I was at home again, and my mother's 
arms were rotind me. P 
I had left ber for my sea-voyage very unwillingly, see- 


ing that she was in delicate health. On my return L 


was grieved to observe a change for the worse, for which 
her letters had not prepared me. Consulting our med- 
ical triend, Mr. MacGlue, I found that he, too, had no- 
ticed my mother’s failing health, but that he attributed 
it to an easily removable cause—to the climate of Scot- 
land. My mother’s childhood and early life had been 
passed on the southern shores of aro The change 
to the raw, Reen air of the North been a trying 
change to a person of her age. In Mr. MacGlue’s opin- 
ion the wise course to take would be to return to the 
South before the autumn was farther advanced, and to 
make our arrangements for passing the coming winter 
at Penzanve or Torquay. 

Resolved as Iwas to keep the mysterious appointment 
which summoned me to London “at the month’s end,” 
Mr. MacGiue’'s suggestion met with no opposition on 
my part. It had, tomy mind, the great merit of obvi- 
iting the necessity of a second separation from my mo- 
ther, assuming that she approved of the doctor's advice. 
I put the question to her the same day. To my infinite 
relief, she was not only ready, but eager, to take the 
journey to the South. The season had been unusually 
wet, even for Scotland; and my mother reluctantly con- 
fessed that she “did feel a certain longing '’ for the mild 
air and genial sunshine of the Devonshire coast. 

We arranged to travel inf our own comfortable car- 
riage by post, resting, of course, at inns on the road at 
night. Inthe days before railways it was no easy mat- 
ter for an invalid to travel from Perthshire to London, 
even with a light carriage and four horses. Calculating 
our rate of progress from the date of our departure, I 
found that we had just time, and no more, to reach Lon- 
don on the last day of the month. 

I shall say nothing of the secret anxieties which 
weighed on my mind under these circumstances. Hap- 
pily for me, on every account, my mother’s strength 
heldout. Theeasy and (as we then thought)-the rapid 
rate of traveling had its invigorating effect on her nerves, 
She slept better, when we rested for the night, than she 
had slept at home. After twice being delayed on the 
road, we arrived in London at three o’clock on the aiter- 
noon of the last day of the month, Had I reached my 
destination in time? 

As L interpreted the writing of the apparition, I had 
still some’ hours at my disposal. The phrase, “At the 


month’s end, meant, as I understood it, at the last hour | 


of the last day in the month. If I took up my position 
“under the shadow of Saint Paul's’ say at ten that 
night, I should arrive at the place of meeting with two 
hours to spare before the last stroke of the clock 
marked the beginning of the new month. 

At half past nine I left my mother to rest. after her 
long journey, and privately quitted the house. Beforo 
ten I was at my post. The nee was fine and clear, and 
the huge shadow of the cathedral marked distinctly the 
limits within which I had been bidden to wait on the 
watch for events. 

The great clock of Saint Paul's struck ten—and no- 
thing happened, * 

The next hour passed very slowly. I walked up and 
down, &t one time absorbed in my own thoughts, at 
another engaged in watching the gradual diminution 
in the numberof toot-passengers who passed me as 
the night advanced. The City (as it is called) is the 
most populous part of London in the daytime. But at 
night, when it ceases to be the center of commerce, its 
busy population melts away, and the empty streets as- 
sume the appearance of a remote and deserted quarter 
ofthe -metropoiis. As the half hour after ten struck, 
then the quarter to eleven,then the hour—the. pave- 
ment steadily became more ahd more deserted. Icould 


count the foot-passengers now\by twos and threes, and | 
I could see the places of public refreshment within my | 


view beginning already to close for the night. 

i looked at the clock: it pointed to ten minutes past 
eleven. At that hour could I hope to meet Mrs. Van 
Brandt alone in the public street ? 

‘The more I thought of it, the less likely such an event 


seemed to be. The more reasonable probability was | 


that limight meet her once more accompanied by some 
friend—perhaps under the escort of Van Brandt him- 
self. I wondered whether I should preserve my self- 
ae in the presence of that man for the second 
ime. 
While my thoughts were still pursuing this direc- 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


tion, my attention was recalled to passing eventa by a 
sad little voice putting a strango little question close at 
my side: 

“If you please, sir,do you know where I can finds 
chemist’s shop open at this time ef night ?” 

Ilooked round and discovered a poorly-clad little 
boy, with a basket over his arm, and a morsel of paper 
in his hand. 

“The chemists’ shops are all shut,’’ I said. “If you 
want any medicine, you must ring the night-bell.” 

“I durstn't do it, sir,” replied the small stranger. 
“Tam sucha little boy, I’m afraid of their bea’ me 
if I ring ‘em up out of their beds, without somebody to 
speak for me,” 

The little creature looked at me, under the street 
lamp, with such a forlorn experience of being beaten for 
trifling offenses in his face, that it was impossible to re- 
sist the impulse to help him. 

“Isit a serious case of illness ?” IL asked. 

“TI don’t know, sir.” 

“ Haye you got a doctor's prescription ?” 

He held out his morsel of paper. 

“Thave got this,” he said. 

I took the paper from him and looked at it. 

It was an ordinary prescription fora tonic, mixture. 
I looked first at the doctor's signature. It was the name 
of a perfectly obscure person in the profession. Below 
it was written the name of the patient for whom the 
medicine had been prescribed. I started as I read it. 
The name was“ Mrs. Brand.” 

The idea instantly struck me that this (so far as sound 
went, at any rate) was the English equivalent of Van 
Brandt, 

“Do you know the lady who sent you for the medi- 
eine 2?” I asked. : 

“Oh, yes, sir. She lodges with mother—and she owes 
for rent. I have done everything she told. me, except 

etting the physic. I've yawned her ring, and I've 

ought the bread and butter and ogee, and I've taken 
care ofthe change. Mother looks to the change for her 
rent. It isn’t <i tault, sir, that I’ve lost myself. Lam 
but ten years old—and all the chemists’ shops are shut 
up!" 

Here my little friend’s sense of his unmerited misfor- 
tunes overpowered him, and he began to ery. 

“Don’t cry, my man,” Isaid; “I'll help you. Tell 
me something more about the lady first. Is she 
alone?’ * 

“ She's got her little girl with her, sir.” * 

My heart quickened its beat.. The boy's answer re- 
minded me of the other little girl whom my mother 
had once seen. 

- “It is the lady's husband with her?" I asked next. 

“No, sir, not now. He was with her; but he went 
away, and he hasn't come back yet. ; 

I puta last conclusive question. 

“Is her husband an Englishman ?” I inquired. 

“‘ Mother says he's a foreigner,’’ the boy answered. 

I turned away to hide my agitation. 
might have noticed it. 

Passing under the name of “Mrs. Brand;”’ poor, so 
poor that she was obliged to pawn her rimg; left, by a 

*man who was a an alone with her little girl— 
wus Lon the trace of her at that moment? Was this 
lost child destined to be the innocent means of leading 
me back to the woman I loved, in her direst need of 
sympathy and help? The more I thought of it, the 
more strongly the idea of returning with the boy to 
the house in which his mother's lodger lived fastened 
itself'on my mind. The clock. struck the quarter past 
eleyen. If my anticipations ended in misleading me, I 
had still three-quarters of an hour to spare before the 
month reached its end. 

«“ Where do you live ?” Lasked. . 

‘The boy mentioned astreet the name of which I then 
heard for the first time. All he could say, when I asked 
for further particulars, was that he lived close by the 
river, in which direction he was too confused and too 
frightened to be able to tell me. 

While we were still trying to understand each other, 
a cab passed slowly at some little distance. I hailed the 
man, and mentioned the name of the street to him. He 
knew it perfectly well. The street was rather more 
than a mile away from us, in an easterly direction. He 
undertook to drive me there and to bring me back 
again to Saint Paul's (if necessary) in less than apes 
minutes, I opened the door of the cab and told my lit- 
tle friend to getin. The boy hesitated. 

“Are we going to the chemist’'s, if you please, sir?’ 
he asked. 

“No. You are going home first, with me.” 

The boy began to ery again. 

“Mother will beat me, sir, if I go back without the 
medicine.” : 

“ Twill take care that your mother doesn't beat you. 
Iam a doctor myself, and I want to see the lady before 
we get the medicine.”’ 

e announcement of my profession appeared to in- 
spire the boy with a certain confidence. Bnt he still 
pate no disposition to accompany me to his mother's 

ouse. ; 

“Do you mean to charge the lady any thing?" he 
asked. ‘*The money I’ve got on the ring isn’t much. 
Mother won't like having it taken out of her rent.” 

“T won’t charge the lady a farthing,” I answered. 

The boy instantly got into the eab. ‘All right,” he 
said, ‘as long as mother gets her money.”’ 

Alas for the poor! The child’s education in the 
sordid anxieties of life was completed already at. ten 
years old! 

We drove away. 


, : CHAPTER XXV. 
I KEEP MY APPOINTMENT. 


Tse poverty-stricken aspect of the street when we 
entered it, the dirty and dilapidated condition of the 
house when we dtew up at the door, would have warned 


Even the child | proceeded, turniny to me. 


most men in my position te prepare themselves for a 
distressing discovery when they were admitted to the in- 
terior of the dwelling. The first impression. which the 
place produced on 77 mind, suggested, on the contrary, 
that the boy’s answer to. my questions had led mo 
astray. It was simply impossible to associate. Mrs. Van 
Brandt, as J remembered her, with the spectacle of such 
squalid parents as I now beheld. I rang the door-bell, 
feeling persuaded beforehand that my inquiries would 
lead to no useful result. 

As L lifted my hand to the bell, my little companion’s 
dread of a beating revived in full force. He hid himself 
behind me; and when I asked what he was about, he 
answered, confidentially, “Please stand between us, sir, 
when mother opens the door.” ; 

A tall and truculent woman answered the bell. No 
introduction was necessary. Holding a cane in her 
hand, she stood self-proclaimed as my small friend's 
mother. 

“T thought it was that vagabond of a boy of mine,” 
she explained, as an apology for the exhibition of the 
cane. “He has been gone on an errand more. than.two 
hours. What did you please to want, sir?” 

Tinterceded for the unfortunate boy before I entered 
on my own business. 

“I must beg you to forgive your son this time,” I 
said. “I found him lost in the streets, and I hayo 
brought him home.” : 

The woman's astonishment when she heard what [ 
had done, and, discovered herson behind me, literally 
struck her dumb. The language of the eye, supersed- 
ing on this occasion the language of the tongue, plainly 
revealed the impression that I had produced on her : 
“You bring my lost brat home in acab? Mr. Stranger, 
you are mad,” 

“T hear that you haye a lady named Brand 1 g in 
the house,’’ I went on, “I dare say 1 am mistaken in 
supposing her to be a lady of the same name whom I 
know. But I should like to make sure whether I am 
right or wrong, Is it too late to disturb your lodger to- 
night?” j 

The woman recovered the use of her tongne. 

“ My lodger is up and waiting for that little fool, who 
doesn't know his way about London yet.’’ She empha- 
sized those words by shaking her brawny fist at her 
son, who instantly returned to his. place of refuge be- 
hind the tail of my coat. ‘Have you got the money?” 
inquired this terrible person, shouting at her hidden 
oft-spring over my shoulder, “or have you lost taf as 
wellas your own stupid little self 2 Pp 

The*boy showed himself again, and put the money 
into his mother's knotty hand. She counted it, with 
eyes which satisfied themselves fiercely that each coin 
wads of genuing silver, and then became partially 
pacified. ‘ ' 

“Go along up)stairs !“ she, growled, addressing, her 
son, ‘and don’t keep the lady pa tings any jonge:. 
They're half starved, shoand her child,” the woman 
r * The food any boy has yout 
| tor them in his basket will be the first food the moth 
has tasted to-day. She’s pawned everything by t 
time; and what she’s to do, unless you hetp her, is 
more than I can say. The doctor does what he can; 
but he told me to-day, if she is not better nourished, it 
was no use sending for him. Follow the boy, and ses 
for yourself if it’s the lady you know.” 

listened tothe woman, still feeling persuaded that 
Thad acted under a delusion in going to her house. How 
was it possible to associate the charming object of my 
heart's worship with the miserable story of destitution 
which I had just heard? I stopped the boy on the first 
landing, and told him to announce me simply as a doc- 
tor who had been informed of Mrs, Brand’s illness, and 
who had called to-see her. pg 

We ascended a second flight of stairs, and a third. Ar- 
rived at the top of the house, the. boy knocked at the 
door that was nearest to uson the landing, No audible 
voice replied. .He opened the door without ceremony, 
and went in. I waited outside to hear what was said. 
The door was left ajar. If the yoice of ‘Mrs. Brand” 
was (as I believed it would prove to be) the voice of a 
stranger, I resolyed to offer her delicately such help as 
lay within my power, and to return forthwith to my 
post under ‘the shadow of St, Paul's.” 

Tig howe voice that spoke to the boy was the voice of 
a child. : 

“I’m so hungry, Jemmy! I'm so hun, bed 

“All right, missy; I’ve got you something to eat.” 

“ Be quick, Jemmy !—be quick |" 

There was a momentary pause; and then I heard the 
boy's voice once more: 

“There's a slice of bread-and-butter, TNT You 
must wait for your egg until I can boil it. n't you 
eat too fast or you'll choke yourself. What's the mat- 
ter with your mamma? Are you asleep, ma’am ?” 

I could barely hear the answering voice, it was so 
faint; and it uttered but one word, “ No,”” 4 

The boy spoke again : 

“Cheer up, missus! There's a doctor outside waiting 
to see you.” , 

This time there was no audible reply. The boy 
showed himself to me atthe door. ‘“ Please to come 
in, sir, J can’t make anything of her,” 

It would have been misplaced delicacy to have hesi- 
tated any longer toenter the room. Iwentin. 

here, at the opposite end of a miserably furnished 
bed-chamber, lying back feebly in a tattered old 
arm-chair, was one more among the thousands of forlorn 
creatures starving that night in the great city. A white 
handkerchief was laid. over her face, as if to screen it 
from the flame of the fire hard by. She lifted the 
handkerchief, startled by the sound of my footsteps as 
I entered the room. 1 looked at her, and saw in the 
white, wan, death-like face—the face of the woman I 


‘| loved! : 


For the moment the horror of the discovery turned 
me faint and giddy. In another instant I was kneel- 
ing by her chair. My arm was round her ; her head lay 


x 
on my shoulder, She was past speaking, past crying 


“ 7 


~- 


~ She still trenibled silently—and that was all. 
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out; she trembled silently, and that was all. I said no- | 
thing: No words passed my lips, no tears came te my | 
relief. I held her to me; and she let me hold her. The | 
child, devouring its bread and butter at a little round 
table, stared at us. The boy, on his knees before the 
grate mending the fire, stared at us. And the slow 
niinutes lagged on: and the buzzing of a fly in a corner | 
was the only sound in the room. | 

The instincts of the profession to which I had been | 
trained, rather than any active sense of the horror of 
the situation in which I was placed, roused me at last. | 
She was starving! Isaw it in the deadly color of her 
skin; I felt it in the faint quick flutter of her pulse. 
I called the boy to me, and-sent him to the nearest 
yublic-house for wine and biscuits. “Be quick about 
it,”’ I said, “ and you shall have more money for your- | 
eclf than you ever hadin your life!’ The boy looked | 
at ine, spat on the coins in his hand, said, “‘‘That’s for | 
luck !" and ran ont of the room as never boy ran yet. | 

T turned to speak my first words of comfort to the | 
mother, The cry of the child stopped me. 

“Tm so'hungry! I’m so hungry!” 

I set more tood before the fumished child, and kissed 
her. She looked up at me with wondering eyes. i 

“Are you a new papa?’ the little creature asked. | 
“My other papa never kisses me.” } 

I looked at the mother. Her eyes were closed ; the | 
tears flowed slowly over her worn white cheeks. I took 
Ler frail hand in mine. “ Happier days are coming,’’ I 
raid, ‘You are my carenow.” There was no answer. 


| 


In Jess than five minutes the boy returned, and 
earned his promised reward. He sat on the floor by | 
the fire counting his treasure, the one happy creature , 
in the room. Iaoaked some crumbled morsels of biscuit | 
in the wine, and little by little Lrevived her failing | 
strength Sy nourishment administered at intervals in | 
that cantious form. After a while she raised her head | 
and looked at me with wondering eyes that were piti- ; 
ably like the eyes of her child. A faint-delicate flush | 
legan to show itself in her face. She spoke to me for | 
the first tinie, in whispering tones. that I could just 
lear as I sat close at her side. 

“How did you find me? Who showed you the way 
to this place?” 

She patised, painfully recalling the memory of some- 
thing that was slow to come back. Her color deepened; 
she found the lost remembrance, and looked at me | 
with d timid curiosity. ‘What brought you here?’ 
vhe asked. “ Was it my dream?’ 

ee dearest, till you are stronger, and I will tell 
you all.” 

T litted her A oor f and laid her on the wretched bed, 
‘The child followed us, and, climbing to the bedstead | 
with my help, nestled at her mother's side. I sent the | 
\woy away to tell the mistress of the house that I should | 
remain with my patient, watching her progress toward | 
r-cvery, during the night. He went ont jingling his | 
2 suey joyfully in his pocket. We three were leit to- 
vether. 

As tue long hours followed each other, she fell at in- 
t-vvals iutoa broken sleep, waking with a start, and 
looking at me wilaiy, as if Ihad been a stranger at her 
bedside. ‘Toward the siorning the nourishment, which 
T still carefully adiminiscered, wrought its healthfal | 
cuange in her pulse, and con:posed her to quieter slum- 
vers. When thesun rose she was sleeping as peacefully 
#8 the child at-her side. I was bly; to leave her, until my | 
return later in the day, under the care of the woman ofthe \ 
house. The magic of money transformed this termagant 
and terrible person into a docile an. attentive nurse—so 
eager to follow my instructions exactly that she begged 
iié to commit them to writing betore I went away. 
For a moment I still lingered alone at tac bedside of the 


“You were talking the other day,” said my mother, | composure, and suddenly forcing herself to look at me 
“of the green flag which poor Dermody's Senigetes | again. “ Tell me what happy chance brought you here 
worked for you when you were both children. aye | last night?” 
you really keptit all this time ?”’ | “The same chance,” I answered, “ which took nie to 

“ Yes.’” | Saint Anthony's Well.” 

“ Where have you left it? In Scotland ?”’ She raised herself eagerly ix the chair. 

“ Thave brought it with me to London?” “You have seen me again, as you saw me in the sum- 

mn wag mer-house by the water-fall!” she exclaimed. “Was 

“I promised Miss Dunross to take the green flag with | it in Scotland once more?” 
me wherever I mizht go.” “No, Farther away than Scotland—as far away as 

My mother smiled, | Shetland.” 

“Ts it possible, George, that yon think about this as “Tell me aboutit. Pray tell me about it.” 
the young lady in Shetland thinks? After allthe years| Irelated what had happened as exactly as I vould 
that have passed, do you believe in the green flag being.| consistently with maintaining the strictest reserve on 
the means of bringing Mary Dermody and yourself to- | one point. Concealing from her the very existence of 
gether again?” . | Miss Dunross, I left her to suppose that the master of 

“Certainly not! I am only humoring one of} the house was the one person whom I had found to 
the fancies of poor Miss Dunross. Could I re-| receive me during my sojourn under Mr. Dunross’s 
fuse to grant her trifling request, after all I owed to her | roof. 


kindness ?” 

The smile left my mother's face. 
attentively. d 

“ Miss Dunross seems to have produced a very favor- 
able impression on you,”’ she said. : 

“Townit. I feel deeply interested in her.” 

“Ifshe had not been an incurable invalid, George, I 
too might have become interested in Miss Dunross— 
perhaps in the character of my daughter-in-law ?”’ 

“It is useless, mother, to speculate‘on what might 
have happened, The sad reality is enough.” 

My mother paused a little before she put her next 
question tome. “ Did Miss Dunross always keep her 


veil drawn in your presence when there happened to be | 


light in the room ?” 

“ Always.” 

“ She never even let you catch a momentary glance at 
her face?” 

“ Never.” 

“ And the only reason she gave you was that the light 
caused her a painful sensation if it fell on her uncoy- 
ered skin ?” 

“You say that, mother, as if you doubt that Miss 
Dunross told me the truth.” 

“No, George. I-only doubt whether she told youall 
the truth ” 

“ What do you mean?” 

“Don't be offended, my dear. I believe Miss Dunross 
had some more serious reason for keeping her face hid- 
den than the reason that she gave ow.” 

I was silent. The suspicion which those words im- 
plied had never occurred to my mind. I had read in 
medical books of cases of morbid nervous sensitiveness 
exactly similar to the case of Miss Dunross as described 
by herself, and that had been enough forme. Now 
that my mother's idea had found its way trom her 
mind to mine, the impression ee on me was 
painful in the last degree. Horrible imaginings of de- 
‘ftormity possessed my brain, and profaned all that was 

urest and dearest in my recollections of Miss Dunross. 

t was useless to change the subject—the evil influence 
that was on me was too potent to be charmed away by 
talk. Making the best excuse that I could think of for 
leaving my mother’s room, I hurried away to seek a 


She looked at me | 


“That is strange !’”’ sheexclaimed, after she had heard 
me attentively to the end. 
| ‘“What is strange?” 1 asked, 

She hesitated, searching my face earnestly with her 
large grave eyes, j 

“J hardly like speaking of it,” she said. ‘“*And yet I 
| ought to have no concealments, in such a matter, trom 
| you. lunderstand everything that you told me—with 
one exception, It seems strange to me that you should 
only have had one old man for your companion while- 
you were at the house in Shetland.” 

“What other companion did you expect to hear of?” I 
inquired. 

“1 expected,” shé answered, “ to hear of a lady in the 
| house.” 
| Icannot positively say that the reply took me by sur- 
prise; it forced me to reflect before 1 spoke aguin. I 
knew by my past experience that she must have seen: 
me in my absence from her while I was spiritually 
present to her mind in a trance or dreani. Had she also. 
seen the daily companion of my life in Shetland—Mise 
Dunross ? 

I put the question in a form which left me free to de- 
cide whether I should take her unreservedly into my 
confidence or not. 

“Am I right,” I began, “in supposing that you: 
dreamed of me in Shetland, as you once before dreamed: 
of me while Iwas at my house in Perthshire ?” 

“Yes,” she answered. “It was at the close of evening 
thistime. I fell asleep or became insensible—I cannot 
gay which. And I saw you again, in a vision cr 
dream.” 

“Where did you see me?” 

“I first saw you on the bri 
just as I met you on the evening when you saved my 
life. After a while the stream and the Jandscape about 
it faded, and you faded with them into darkness. I 
waited a little—and the darkness melted away slowly. 
Istood as it seemed to me, in acircle of starry light: 
fronting a window, with a lake behind me, and before, 
me adarkened room. AndI looked into the room, and 
the starry light showed you to me again.” 

* sa tr did this happen? Do you remember the 
ate %” 


¢ over the Scotch river— 


refuge from myself, where alone I could hope to find it, 
in the presence of Mrs. Van Brandt. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 
CONVERSATION WITH MRS. VAN BRANDT. 


Tre landlady was taking the air at her own door 
when I reached the house, Her reply to my inquiries 
justified my most hopeful anticipations. The poor 
lodger looked already “like another woman ;" and the 


“TI remember that it was at the beginning of the: 
}month. The misfortunes that have since brought me 
| 80 low had not then fallen on me—and’ yet, as 1 stood 
| looking at you, I had the strangest prevision of cala- 
| mity that was to come. I felt the same absolute re- 
| iance on your power to help me that I felt when I first 
| dreamed of you in Scotland. And I did the same familiar- 
| things. Ilaid my hand on your bosom. I said to you, 
| ‘Remember me. Come tome.” Teven wrote ''—— 

She stopped, ye or as ifasudden fear had laid 
‘its hold on her. Seeing this, and dreading the effect of 


sleeping wornen, and satisfied myself for the hundredth | child was at that moment posted on the stairs, watch-| my violent agitation, I hastened to suggest that we 


time that her life was safe before Llett her, It was the 
sweetest of all rewards to feol sure of this to touch her 
«ool forehead lightly with my lips, to lovk, and took 
ayain, at the poor worn face, always dear, always beau- 


tiful, to my eyes, change as it might. I closed the door | money that is wanted for the day's housekeeping. If j 
» happy | she has any to spare, it’s as likely as not to be wasted | believe I shall tremble when I think of what I saw near 


soltly, and went out in the bright morning, 
ian ayain. So close together lie the springs (f joy and 
eurrow im human life! So near in our heart, u. in our } 


ing for the return of her “ new papa.” 

“There's one thing I should wish to say to you, sir, 
before you go up stairs,” the woman wenton, “Don't 
trust the lady with more money at a time than the 


on her good-for-nothing husband.” 3 
Absorbed in the higher afd dearer interests that filled 


| should say no more, for that day, on the subject of her 
| po No,” she answered, firmly; “there is nothing to be 
| pane by giving me time. My dream has leit one 

orrible remembrance on my mind. As long as I live 1 


you in that darkened room.” 
| She stopped again. Was she approaching the subject 


heuven, is the brightest sumshine to the blackest | my mind, I had thus far forgotten the very existenceot | of the shrouded figure with the black veil over its head + 


cloud } 


CHAPTER XXV1. 
CONVERSATION WITH MY MOTHER. 


I REACHED my Own housein time to snates two or 
faree hey of repose before I paid my . astomary 
morning 
served in her reception of me on this occasion Certain 
pecmliarities of look and manner which were ter rom 
lwiny familiar in my experience of her. 

Wien our eyes first met, she regarded me with a wist- 
‘ul qnestioning look, as if she was troubled by some | 
tonbt which she shrank from expressing in words. | 
ui when I inquired after her health, as usnal, she sur- 
yrixed me by duswering as impatiently as if she re- | 
s-nted my having mentioned the subject. For a mo- | 
iuent I was inclined to think these changes signified | 
tnat she haddiscovered my absence from home during ! 
toe pight, and that she: some suspicion of the true ° 
vanse of it. But she never allnded even in the most dis- 
tant inannér to Mrs, Van Brandt, and not 4 word drop- 
ped trou herlips which implied directly or in tly 
taunt Lhad pained or disappointed her. I could only! 
conclude that she had something important to say in | 
relation to herselt or to me, and that for reasons of her ' 
own she unwillingly abstained trom giving expression 


“t6 it at that time. 


Keverting to our ordinary topics of conversation, we 
touched on the pe ee cre 3 ey my 
juother) of my visit to’ ; . Speaking of this, we 

Ep aise orktine Da . Here again, when 
pict expected it, there was ano’ ee in atore | 
me. 


rs 


_ Mr. 


Van Brandt. 
“Where is he?" Lasked. 

“Where he ought to be,” was the answer—" in prison 
for debt.” 

In those daysa man imprisoned for debt was not, in- 


Was she about to describe her first discovery, in the 
| dream, of Miss Dunross? 

“Tell me one thing first,’’ she resumed, “ Have I been 
| right in what I have said to you so far? Is it true 


/ that you were in a darkened room when you saw me?” 


sit tomy mother in her own room. i ob- | 


“ Quite true.” 

| “Was thé date the beginning of the month, and wae. 
| the ay the close of evening ?” t : 

” 'es.”" 

“ Were you alonein the room? Auswer me truly.” 
“Twas 20l alone.” " 

“ Was the master of the house with you? or had you 


' frequently a nian imprisoned for lite. There was little 
fear of my visit being shortened by the appearance on 
the scene of Mr. Van Brandt. 

| Ascending the stairs, I found the child waiting for me | 
' on the upper landing, with a ragged doll in her arms. | 
| I had bought a cake for her on my way to the house. | 
‘She forthwith turned over the doll to my care, and, 


trotting before me into the room with her cake in her | 
arms, announced my arrival in these words: 

“Mamma, I like this papa better than the other. 
like him better too.” 

The mother’s wasted face reddened for # moment, 
then turned pale again, as she held out her hand to me. 
I looked at her anxiously, and discerned the welcome 
sigh of recovery clearly revealed. Her grand gray eyes | 
rested on me again with a glimmer ot their old light. 
The hand that had lain so cold in mine on the past | 
night had life and warmth in it now. 

“Should I have died before the morning if you had 
not come here 7’ she asked, softly. “ Have you saved 
my life for the second time? I can well believe!” 

Before I was aware of her she bent her head oyer my 
hand and touched it tenderly with her lips. “Iam not 


You | 


some other companion + 

It would have been worse than useless (after what I 
had mow heard) to attempt to deceive her. 

“ Thad another companion,” I answered. “ The per- 
son in the room with me was 4 woman.” 

Her face showed, us I spoke, that she was again shaken 
by the terrifying recollection to which she just al- 
luded. I had by this time some difficulty in pre- 
serving my composure. Still I was determined not to 
let a word escape me Which could operate ax a sugges- 


| tion on the mind of my companion. 


ae you any other question to ask me?” was all I 


“One more,” she answered. “Was there ‘anything 
unusual in the dress of your companion ?” 
“Yes. She wore along black vail, which hung over 


an ungrateful woman,’ she murmured, “and yet L 
don’t Knowhow to thank you.” 

The child looked up quickly from her cake. ‘ Wh; 
don’t you kiss hint?” the quaint little creature asked, 
with a broad stare of mc cme : 

Her head sunk on her breast. She sighed bitterly. 

“No more of Me!” she said, suddenly recovering her 


her head and face, and dropped to below her wuist. 
Mrs. Van Brandt leaned back in her chair and covered 
her eyes with her hands, : 

.“T understand your motive for concealing from me 
the presence of that miserable woman in the howe,’ 
she said. “Itis aad kind, likeall your motives: 
but it is useless. While I lay in the trante I siw every-— 
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thing exactly as it was in the reality—and I, too, saw 
that frightful face.” 
4 These words literally electrified me. 
My conversation of that morning with my mother 
instantly recurred to my memory. I started to my 
feet. 

“Good God !” I exclaimed, “ what do you mean?” 

*‘Don't you understand yet?’ she asked, in amaze- 
ment on her side. ‘“ Must I speak more plainly still ? 
When you saw the apparition of me, did you see me 
write ?”’ F 

“Yes. Ona letter that the lady was writing for me. 
I saw the words afterward—the words that brought me 
to you last night: ‘At the month's end. In the shadow 
of Saint Paul's.’”’ 

“ How did I appear to write on the unfinished let- 
ter?’ 

“You lifted the writing-case, on which the letter and 
the pen lay, off the lady’s lap; and, while you wrote, 
you rested the case on her shoulder.” 

“Did ‘you notice if the lifting of the case produced 
any effect on her?” 

“TI saw no effect produced,” I answered. 
mained immovable in her chair.’ 

“J saw it differently in my dream, She raised her 
hand—not the hand that was nearest to you, but near- 
est to me. <As / lifted the writing-case, she litted her 
hand and parted the folds of the veil from off her 
face—I suppose to see more clearly. It was only for a 
Moment ; andin that moment I saw what the veil hid. 
Don't let-us speak of it!. You must have shuddered at 
that frightful sight in the reality, as I shuddered at it 
in the dream. .You must haye asked yourself, as I did, 
“Is there nobody to poison the terrible creature, and 
hide her mercifully in the grave ’”’ 

At those words she abruptly checked herself. T could 
say nothing—my face spoke for me. She saw it, and 
guessed the truth. 4 

“Good heavens!” she cried. “You have not seen 
her! She mmst haye kept her face hidden | from 
you behind her yeil! Oh, why, why did you cheat 
me into talking of it? Iwill never speak of it again. 
See, we are frightening the child! . Come here, darling ; 
there is nothing to be afraid of. Come and bring your 
cake with you. You shall be a great lady ‘giving a 

rand dinner, and we will be two_triends whom you 

ave invited to dine with you; and the’ doll shall be 
the little girl who comes in after dinner, and has fruit 
at dessert.” So she ran on, trying vainly to forget the 
shock she had inflicted on me in talking nursery non- 
sense tothechild. . : 

Recovering my composure in some degree, I did my 
best to second the effort that she had made. My quiet- 
er thoughts suggested that she might well be self-de- 
ceived in believing the horrible spectacle presented to 
her in the vision to be an actual reflection of the-truth. 
In common justice toward Miss Dunross,I ought surely 
not to accept the conviction of her deformity on no 
better evidenee than the evidence of adream? Reason- 
able as it undoubtedly was, this view left certain 
doubts still lingering in my mind. The child's instinct 
soon dipedimatet that her mother and I were playfellows 
who felt no genuine enjoyment in the game. Shé dis- 
missed her make-believe guests without ceremony, and 
went back with her doll to the favorite playground on 
which I had met her—the landing outside the door. No 
persuasion on her mother's part or on mine succeeded 
in luring her back to us. We were left is ed to face 
each other as best we might, with the forbidden subject 
of Miss Punross between us. 


“She re- 


LOVE AND MONEY. 


Feruine the embarrassment of the moment most 
painfully on her side, Mrs. Yan Brandt spoke first. 

“You have said nothing to me about yourself,” she 
began. “Is your life a happier one than it was when 
we last met?” ask, 

“I cannot honestly say that it is,” I answeréd. 

» “Is there any prospect of your being married ?” 

“My prospect of being married still rests with you.” 

“Don’t say that!’ she exclaimed, with an entreating 
look at me. “Don't spoil my pleasure in seeing you 
again by speaking of what can never be! Have you still 
to be told how it is that you find me here alone with 
my child?" s Be 

I forced myself to mention Van Brandt's name rather 
than hear it pass her lips. ¢ 

“I have been told that Mr. Yan Brandt is in prison for 
debt," Isaid. “And I gaw for myself last night that he 
had left you helpless.”’ : 

“ He lett me the little money he had with him when 
he was arrested,” she rejoined, sadly, “ His cruel credi- 
tors are more to blame than he is for the poverty that 
has fallen om us.” 

Even this négative defedse of Van Brandt stung me to 
the quick. has 

es ongue to have spoken more guardedly of him,” I 
said, bitterly, “I ought to have remembered that a 
woman can. forgive almost any wron 
inflict on her—when he is the man whom she loves.” 

She put her hand on my mouth and stopped me be- 
fore I could say any more. : 

“ How can you speak so cruelly to me?” she asked. 
“You know—to my shame I confessed it to you the last 
time we met—you know that my heart in secret is all 

_ yours. What ‘wrong’ are. you talking of? Is it the 
wrong I suffered when Van Brandt ‘married me, with a 
wife living at the time (and living still), Do you think 
Ican ever forget the great misfortune of my life—the 
misfortune that has m me unworthy of you? It is 
no fault of mine—God knows—but it is not the loss 
true that Iam not rried, and that the little dar! 
who ig playing out there with her doll is my child. 
And you my being your wife—knowing that!" 

“The child aceepts me as her second father,” I eaid, 


that a man can’ 


“It would be better and happier for us both if you had; 
as little pride as the child.” : } 
“ Pride ?’’ she repeated. ‘In such a position as mine? | 
A helpless woman, with a mock husband in prison for 
debt! Say that I have not fallen quite so low ye to 
forget what is due to.you, and you will pay me acom- | 
pliment that will be nearer tothe truth. Am Ito marry | 
you for my food and shelter? Am I to marry you, 
because there is no lawiul tie that binds me to the 
father of my child? Cruelly as he has behaved, he has 
still (Rat claim upon me.. Bad as he is, he has not for- 
saken me; he has been forced away. My only friend ! 
is it possible that you think me ungratetul enough to 
consent to be your wife? The woman (in my situation) 
must be heartless indeed who could destroy your place | 
in the estimation of the world and the regard of your } 
friends 1 The wretchedest creature who walks the} 
streets would shrink from treating you in that way. 
Oh! what are men made of? How can you—how can} 


| you speak.of it 1” H 


I yielded, and spoke of it no more. Every word she 
uttered only increased my admiration of the noble crea- 
ture whom I had loved and lost. What refuge was now 
left to me? But one refuge ; I could still offer to her | 
the sacrifice of myself. Bitterly ag I hated the man 
who had parted us, I loved her dearly enough to be | 
even capable of helping him for her sake. Hopeless in- 
fatuation! I don’t deny it; I don’t excuse it—hopeless 
infatuation ! ; 

“You have forgiven me,” I'said. ‘Let me desérve 
tobe forgiven. It is something to be your only friend. | 
You must have plans for the future. Tell me unre- 
servedly how can I help you.” fe | 

“Complete the good work that you have begun,” she 
answered, gratefully. ‘‘ Help me back to health. Make 
me strong enough to submit to a doctor's estimate of 
my chances of living for some years yet.” 

“A doctor’s estimate of your chances of living?" I 
repeated. “What do you mean ?” 

“T hardly know how to tell you,” she said, “without 
speaking again of Mr. Van Brandt.” r 

“Does speaking of him again mean speaking of his | 
debts?” I asked. “Why need you hesitate? .-You 
know there is nothing I will not do to relieve your 
anxieties.” 

She looked at me for a moment in silent distress. 

“Qh, do you think I wonld let you give your money 
to Van Brandt?’ she asked, as soon as she could speak 
—“T, who owe everything to your devotion to me? 
Never! Let me tell you the plain truth. Thereis a 
serious necessity for his getting out of prison. He 
must pay his creditors ; and he has found out a way of 
doing it—with my help.” 

“Your help!’ I exclaimed. 

“Yes. This is his position in two words. A little 
while since he obtained an excellent offer of employment 
abroad from a rich relative of his, and he had made all 
his arrangements to accept it.. Unhappily he returned 
to tell me of his good fortune, and the same day he was 
arrested for debt. His relative has offered to keep the 
situation open for a certain time, and the time has not 
yet expired. If he can pay a dividend to his creditors, 
they will give him his freedom ; and he believes he can 
raise the money—if I consent to insure my life.’ 

To insure her life! The snare that had been set for 
her was plainly revealed in those four words. 

In the eye of the law she was, of course, a single 
woman. She was of age, she was to all intents and pur- 
poss her own mistress. What was there to prevent 

er from insuring her life if she pleased, and from so 
disposing of the insurance as to give Van Brandt adirect 
interest in her death? Knowing whatI knew of him, 
believing him as Idid to be capable of any atrocity, I 
trembled at the bare idea of what might haye happened 
if I had failed to find my way back to her until a later 
date. Thanks to the unhappy accident of my position, 
the one certain way of protecting her lay easily within 
my reach. I could offer to lend the seoundrel the 
money that he wanted at an hour's notice; and he was 
— ae to accept my proposal quite as easily as I could 
make it. 

“You don’t seem to approve of our idea,” she 
said, noticing in evident perplexity the effect which 
she had produced on me. “Iam every unfortunate ; I 
seem to have innocently disturbed and annoyed you for 
the second time.” 

“You are quite mistaken,’’ I replied. “I am only 
doubting whether your plan for relieving Mr. Van 
Brandt of his embarrassments is quite so simple as you 
sup) . Are you aware of the delays that are likely to 
take place before it will be possible to borrow money on 
your policy of insurance 2” . é 
* “T know nothing about it ?’’ she said, sadly, 

“Will: you let me ask the advice of my lawyers? 
They are trustworthy and experienced men, and Iam 
sure they can be of use to you.” 

Cautiously as I had expressed myself, her delicacy 
took the alarm. i 

“ Promise that you won't ask me to borrow money of 
you for Mr. Van Brandt,’ she rejoined, “ and I will ac- 
cept your help gratefully.’ 

I could honestly promise that. My one chance of 
saving her lay in keeping from her knowledge the 
course that I had now determined to pursue, I rose to 
g° while my resolution still sustained me. The sooner 

made my inquiries (I reminded her), the more speed- 
ily our present doubts and difficulties would be re- 
solved. Bhe rose as I rose, with the tears in her eyes 
and the blush on her cheeks. ’ nl 

“ Kiss me,” she whispered, ‘before you go. And 
don't mind my erying., I am quite happy now. It is 
only your goodness overpowers me.” | 

I pressed her to my heart with the unacknowledged 
‘Agnderneas of a parting embrace, It was impossible to 
disguise the position in which I had now placed myself. | 
I had, so to , pronounced my own sentence of 
banishment. en my interference bad restored my 


unworthy rival to his freedom, could I. submit to the 
degrading necessity of seeing her in his presence, of 


| greedy pockets already ?” she asked. 
| as you are, I should let it go. 


speaking to her under his eyes? That sacrifice of my- 
self was beyond me, and I knew it. “For the last 
time,’ 1 thought, as. I held her to me fora moment 
longer—“ for the last time !’’ ‘ 

The child ran to meet me with open arms when I 
stepped out on the landing. My manhood had sus- 
tained me through the parting with the mother. It was 
only when the child’s round innocent little face laid 
itself lovingly against mine that my fortitude gave way. 
I was past erm 2 Iput her ,down gently in silence, 
and waited on the lower flight of stairs until I was fit to 
tace the world outside. 


CHAPTER XXIX. 
OUR DESTINIES PART US. 


DESCENDING to the ground-floor of the house, I sent to 
request a moment's interview with the landlady, I had 
yet to learn in which of the London prisons Van Brandt 
was confined, and she was the only person to whom I 
could venture to address the question. 

Having answered my inquiries, the woman put her 
own sordid construction on my motive for visiting the 
prisoner. 

“Has the money you left up stairs gone into his 
“Tf Iwas as rich 
In your place, I wouldn't 
touch him with a pair of tongs.” 

The woman's coarse warning actually proved useful 
to me—it started a new ideain my mind. Before she 
spoke I had been too dull or to preoccupied to see that 
it was quite needless to degrade myselt by personally 
communicating with Van Brandt in his prison, It only 
now occurred to me that my legal advisers were, as a 


| matter of course, the proper persons to represent me in 


the matter—with this additional advantage, that they 
could keep my share in the transaction a secret even 
from Vah Brandt himself. 

I drove at once to the office of my lawyers. Tho 
senior partner—the tried friend and adviser of our fam- 
ily—received me. ‘ 

My instructions, naturally enough, astonished him. 
He was immediately to satisfy the prisoner's creditors, 
on my behalf, without mentioning my name to any one. 
And he was gravely to accept as security for repayment 
—Mr. Van Brandt's note of hand! ; 

“T thought I was well acquainted with the various 
methods by which Mh sere can throw away his 
money,” the senior partner remarked. ‘I congratulate 
you, Mr. Germaine, on having discovered an entirely 
new way of effectually emptying your purse. Found- 
ing a newspaper, taking a theater, keeping race-horses, 
gambling at Monaco, are highly efficient as modes of 
losing money. But they all yield,sir, to paying the 
debts of Mr. Van Brandt!” 

I left him and went home. 

The servant who opened the door had a message for 
me from my mother. She wished to see me as Boon as 
I was at leisure to speak to her. 

+ I presented myself at once in my mother's sitting- 
room, 

“Well, George,”’ she said, without a word to prepare 
me for what was coming, “ how have you left Mr. oe 
Brandt ?” 4 

I was completely thrown off my guard. 

. | has told you that I have seen Mrs. Van Brandt?” 
asked. : 

“My dear, your face has told me. Don’t I know by 
this time how you look and how you speak when Mrs. 
Van Brandt isin your mind? Sit down by me. Ihave 
bape ia A to say to you which I wanted to say this 
pent ut—I hardly know why—my heart failed me. 
Iam bolder now, and I can say it. My son, you. still 
love Mrs. Van Brandt. You have my permission to 
marry her.” . 

Those were the words! Hardly an hour had elapsed 
since Mrs. Van Brandt’s own lips had told me that our 
union was impossible. Not even half an hour had 
passed since I had given the directions which would 
restore to liberty the man who was the one obstacle to 
my marriage. And this was the time that my mother 
had innocently chosen for consenting to receive as her 
daughter-in-law Mrs. Van Brandt! 

“ I see that I surprise you,” she resumed. “ Let ma 
explain my motive as plainly as Ican. I should not be 
speaking the truth, George, if I told you that I have 
ceased to feel the serious objections that there are to 
your marrying this lady. The only difference in my 
way of thinking is that I am now ng to set my ob- 
jections aside out of regard for your happiness. I am 
an old woman, my dear. In the course of Nature I can- 
not hope to be with you much longer. When I am 
gone, who will be left to care for you and love you in 
the place of your mother? No one willbe left, unless 
you marry Mrs. Van Brandt. Your happiness is my 
first consideration; and the woman you love (sadly aa 
she has been led astray) is a woman worthy of a better 


fate. Marry her. é 
I could not trust myself to . Lcould only kneel 
at my mother’s feét and hide my face on her knees, as if 


Thad been a boy again. ey 
“Think of it, George,” she said. ‘And come back to 
me when you are composed enough to speak as quietly 
of the future as I do.” v 
She lifted my head and kissed me. As L rose to leave 


‘her I saw something in her dear old eyes that met minp 


so tenderly which struck a sudden fear through me— 
keen and cutting like a stroke from aknife. . 
The moment I had closed the door I went down stairs 
to the porterin the hall. ‘ tg 
“Has my mother left the house,” I asked, “ while I 
have been away?” : 
“ No, sir.” a > 
“Have any visitors called ?”” 
“ One visitor has called, sir.” 
“ Do you know who it was?" 
The porter mentioned the name ofa celebrated phy- 


’ 


of some unacknowl 
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sician—a man at the head of his profession in those days. 
Linstantly took my hat and went to his house. 

He had just returned from his round of visits. My 
card was taken to him, and was followed at once by m 
admission to his consulting-room. 7 

“Yon have seen my mother,” Isaid. “Is she seri- 
ously ill, and haye you not concealed it from her? For 
God's sake, tell me the trnth : I can bear it.”” 

The great man took me kindly by the hand. . 

“Your mother stands in no need of any warning; she 
is herself aware of the critical state of her health,” he 
said. “ She sent for me to confirm her own conviction, 
Icould not conceal from her—I must not conceal from 
you—that the vital energies are sinking. She may live 
for some months in a milder air than the air of London. 
That is all I can say. At her age her days are nym- 
‘bered.” 

He gave me time to steady myself under the blow; 
and then he placed his. vast experience, his matured 
and consummate knowledge, at my disposal. From his 
dictation, I committed to writing the necessary instruc- 
tions for watching ever the frail tenure of my mother’s 
life. 

“ Let me give you one word of warning,” he said, as 
we parted. “ Your mother is especially desirous that 
you should know nothing of the precarious condition 
of her health. Her one anxiety is to see you happy. 
If she discovers your visit to me, I will not answer for 
the consequences. Make the best excuse you can think 
of for at once taking her away from London; and, 
whatever you may feelin secret, keep up an appear- 
ance of good spirits in her presence.” 

That evening I made my excuse, It was easily found. 
I had to tell my poor mother of Mrs, Van Brandt's re- 
fusal to marry me, and there was an intelligible motivé 
assigned for my proposing to leave London. The same 
hight I wrote to inform Mrs. Van Brandt of the sad 
evént which was the cause of my sudden departure, 
anil to warn her that there no longer existed the 
slightest necessity for insuring her life.“ My lawyers” 
(L wrote)‘ haye undertaken to arrange Mr. Van Brandt's 
affairs immediately. In a few hours he will be at 
liberty to accept the situation that has been offered to 
him.” The last lines of the letter assured her of my 
unalterable love, and entreated her to write to me before 
she lett England, . ; “ 

This done, all was done. Iwas conscious, strange to 
say, of no acutely painful suffering at the saddest time 
of my life. There is a limit, morally as well as \phy- 
sically, to our capacity for endurance. I can only de- 
scribe my sensations under the calamities that had now 
fallen on me in one way—I felt like a man whose mind 
had been stunned, ‘ ; 

The next day my mother andI set forth on the first 
ards of our journey to the south coast of Devyon- 
shire, 


THE PROSPECT DARKENS. 
TureEE days after my mother and I had established 


- 


" ourselves at Torquay Lreceived Mrs, Van Brandt’s an- 
_ Swer to my letter. After the 0} 


ning sentences (in- 
been set at liberty, 
fully suggestive to the writer 
ed sacrifice on my part), the let- 
ter proceeded in these terms: : 
“ The new employment which Mr. Van Brandt is to 


for: me that Van Brandt hi 
under circumstances 


undertake, secures to us the comforts, if not the luxu- 


ries of Hfe. For the first time since my troubles began, 
I have the prospect before me of a peaceful existence, 
among & foreign people, from whom all that is false in 
my position may be concealed—not for my sake, but 
for the sake of my child. To more than this, to the 
happiness which some women, enjoy, I must not, I 


dure not, aspire, 

“We leayo land for the Continent early to-mor- 
row morning. I tell you in what part of Europe 
wy DEN mee is to be? iY 

“No 
write back. The one poor return I can make to the 
food angel of my life,is to help him to forget me. 

hat right have I to cling tomy usurped place in your 
regard? The time will come when you will fx your 
heart toa woman who is worthier of it thanIam. Let 
me drop out of your life—except as an occasional re- 
membrance, when you sometimes think of the days 
that have gone forever. ! 

“‘ [shall not be, without some consolation on my side, 
when I too look back at the past. I have been a better 
woman since I met with you. Live, as long as I may, 
I shall always remember that. 

“Yes! The influence that you have had over mo has 
been from first to last an influence for good. Allowing 
that I haye done wrong (in my position) to love you, 
and, worse. even . that, to own it, still 
the love has been innocent, and the effort to control it 
has been an honest effort at least. But, apart from 
this, my heart tells mathat I am better for the sym- 
pathy which has united us. I may confess to you what 

have never yet acknowledged—now that we are widely 
parted, and go little likely to meet again—wheneyer I 
have given myself up unrestrainedly to my own Detter 
impulses, they have always seemed to lead me to you. 
Whenever my mind has been most truly at peace, and I 
‘have been able to pray, with a pure and a penitent 


heart, I felt as if there was some unseen tie that was 


srawog ie a and nearer ther. And, strange 
to say, this has always happened Gust aa my dreams of 
yeu have always.come to me) when I have been separ- 
ated from Van Brandt. At such times, thinking or 
dreaming, it has, ee a to me that I knew you 


thousands of years 
since? These are idle guesses. Let it be enough for me 


You might write to me again ; and I might |’ 


ie 


to remember that I Have been the better for khowing | in honor nof to return to Shetland, and not to write, 


you—without inquiring how or why. 

“Farewell, my beloved benefactor,my only friend! 
The child sends you a kiss; and the mother signs her- 
self your grateful and affectionate M. VAN BRANDT.” 


When I first read those lines, they once more recalled 
to my memory—very strangely as I then thought—the 
predictions of Dame Dermody in the days of my boy- 
hood. Here were the foretold sympathies which were 
spiritually to unite me to Mary realized by a stranger 
eit Ihad met by chance in the later. years of my 

ife ! 

Thinking in this direction, did I advance no further? 
Not a step further! Not a-suspicion of the truth pre- 
sented itself to my mind even yet. 

Was my own fullness of apprehension to blame for 
this? Would another man in my posifion have dis- 
covered what I failed to see? at 

Tlook back along the chain of events which runs 
through my narrative, and Iask myself, Where are the 

ssibilities to be found (in my case, or in the case of 
any other man) of identifying the child who was Mary 
Dermody with the woman who was Mrs. Van Brandt? 
Was there anything left in our faces, when we met again 
by the Scotch river, toremind us of our younger selyes ? 
We had developed, in the interval, from boy and girl 
to man and woman: no outward traces were discernible 
in us of the George and Mary of other days. Disguised 
from each other by our faces, we were also disguised by 
our names. Her mock-marriage had changed her sur- 
name. My step-father’s will had changed mine. Her 
Christian name was the:commonest of all names of 
women ; and mine was almost as far from being re- 
markable among the names of men. Turning next to 
the various occasions on which we had met, had we seen 
enough of each other to drift into recognition on 
either side, in the ordinary course of talk? We had 
met but four times in all: once on the bridge, 
once again in Edinburgh, twice more in London. 
On each of those occasions, the absorbing anxie- 
ties and interests of the passing moment had filled her 
mind and mine, had inspired her words and mine. 
When had the events which had brought us together left 
us with leisure enough and tranquillity enough to look 
back idly through our lives, and calmly to compare the 
recollections of our youth? Never! From first to last 
the course of events had borne us farther and farther 
away from any results that could have led even to a 
suspicion of the truth. * She could only believe, when 
she wrote to me on ae a wens IT could only 
believe when I read her letter—that we had first met at 
the river, and that our divergent destinies had ended in 
parting ts torevyer.* - 

Re g hor farewell letter ih later days by the light 
of my matured experience, I note how remarkable Dame 
Dermody’s faith in the purity of the tie that united us 
as kindred spirits was justified by the result. 

Tt was only when my unknown Mary was parted 
from Van Brandt—in other words, it was only when she 
was a pure spirit—that she felt my influence over her as 
a refining influence on her life, and that the apparition 
of her communicated with me in the visible and perfect 
likeness of herself (as in Scotland), or felt the mysterious 
warning of her presence in my waking moments (as in 
Shetland)? Always at the time when my heart opened 
most tenderly toward herand toward others—when my 
mind was most free from the bitter doubts, the self 
seeking aspirations which degrade the divinity within us. 
Then, and then only, my sympathy with her was the 
egal sympathy which holds its fidelity unassailable 

y the chances and changes, the delusions and tempta- 
tions, of mortal life, cs ‘ 

Lam writing prematurely of the time when the light 
came tome. My narrative must return to the time 
when I was still walking in darkness. 

Absorbed in watching over the closing days of 
my mother's life, I found in the performance of 
this sacred duty my only consolation under the over- 
throw of my last hope of marriage with Mxg. Van 
Brandt. By slow ee my mother felt the raving 
influences of a quiet life and a soft, pure air. Thé im- 
Pee vaesnt in her health could, as I but too well knew, 

only an improvement for a time. Still, it was a relief 
to see her free from pain, and innocently happy in the 
presence of her son. Excepting those hours of the day 
and night which were dedica to reposé, I was never 
away from her, To this day I remember, with a ten- 
derness which attaches to no other memories of mine, 
the books that I read to her, the sunny corner on the 
sea-shore where I sat with her, the games of cards that 
wé played together, the little trivial gossip that amused 
her when she was strong enough for nothing else. These 
are my imperishable relics ; these are the deeds of my 
life that I shall love best to look back on, when the all- 
infolding shadows of death are closing round me. 

In the hours when I was alone, my thoughts—occupy- 
ing themselves mostly among the persons and events of 
the past—wandered back, many and many a time, to 
Shetland and Miss Dunross. 

My haunting doubt as to what the black veil had 
really hidden from me was no longer accompanied by a 
feeling of horror when it now recurred to my mind. 
The more vividly my later remembrances of Miss Dun- 
ross were associated with the idea of an unutterable 
bodily affliction, the higher the noble nature of the wo- 
man seemed to rise in my esteem. For the first time 
since I had left Shetland, the temptation'now came to 
me to disregard the injunction which her father had 
laid on me at parting. When I thought again of the 
stolen kiss in the dead of night; when I recalled the 
appearance of the frail white hand, waving to me through 
the dark curtains its last farewell; and when there min- 
gled with these memories the later remembrance of 
what my mother had suspected, and of what Mrs. Van 


as | Brandt had seen in her dream—the longing in me to 


find a means of assuring Miss Dunross that she still 
held her ceyetnyes in my memory and my heart was 
more than mo: fortitude could resist. I was pledged 


pt eee ee ee eee ee ee 


How to communicate with her secretly, in some other 
way, was the constant question in my mind as the days 
went on. A hint to enlighten me was all that I wanted; 
and, as the irony of cir-umstances ordered it, my mother 
was the person who gave me the hint, 

We still spoke, at intervals, of Mrs. Van Brandt. 
Watching me on those occasions when we were in the 
eompany of friends and acquaintances at Torquay, my 
mother plainly discerned that no other woman, what- 
ever her attractions might be, could take the place in 
my heart of the woman whom I had. lost. Seeing but 
one prospect of happiness for me, she steadily refused 
to abandon the idea of my marriage. When a woman 
has owned that she loves a man (s6 my mother used to 
express her opinion), it is that man’s fault, no matter 
what the obstacles may be; if he faila to make her his 
wife. Reverting to this view in various ways, she 
pressed it on my consideration one day in these words - 

“ Therevis one drawback, George, to my happiness in 
being here with you. I am an obstacle in the way ot 
your communicating with Mrs. Van Brandt.” 

“You forget,’ I said, “that she has left England, with- 
out telling me where to find her.” 

“If you were iree from the incumbrance of your 
mother, my dear, you would easilyfind her. Even as 
things are, you might surely write to her. Don’t mis- 
take my motives, George. If I had any hope of your 
forgetting her—if Isaw you only moderately attracted 
by one or other of the charming women whom we know 
here—I should say, let us never speak again or think 
again of Mrs. Van Brandt. But, my dear, your heart is 
closed to every woman buf one. .Be happy in your own 
way, and let me see it before I die. The wretch to 
whom that poor creature is sacrificing her life will, 
sooner or later, ill-treat her, or desert her; and then she 
must turn toyou. Don’t let her think that you are re- 
signed tothe loss of her. The more resolutely you set 
her scruples at defiance, the more she will love you and 
admire you in secret. Women are like that. Send hers 
letter, and follow it with a little present. You talked 
of taking me to the studio of the ren artist here who 
left his card the other day. Iam told that he paintsad- 
mirable portraits in a miniature. Why not send your 
portrait to Mrs. Van Brandt?” ri 

Here was the idea of which I had been vainly in 
search! Quite superfluous as a method of pleading my 
cause with Mrs. Van Brandt, the portrait offered the 
best of all means of communicating with Miss Dunross, 
withont absolutely violating the engagement to which 
her father had pledged me. In this way, without writ- 
ing a word, without eyen sending a message, I might 
tell her how gratefully she was remembered; I might 
remind her of me tenderly in the bitterest moments at 
her sad and solitary life. 

The same day I went to the artist privately. The sit- 
tings were afterwards continued during the hours 
while my mother was resting in her room, until the 
portrait was completed. I caused it to be enclosed ina 
plain gold locket, with a chain attached; and I forward- 
ed my gift, in the first instance, to the one person, whom 
LIcould trust to assist me in apy bag the conyey- 
ance of it toits destination. This was the old friend (al- 
luded to in these pages as “ Sir James”) who had taken 
me with him to Shetland in the government yacht. 

I had no reason,in writing the necessary explanations, 
to express myself to Sir James with any reserve. On 
the voyage back we had more than once — to- 

ether confidentially of Miss Dunross. Sir James had 

eard her sad story from the resident medical man at 
Lerwick, who had been an old companion of his in their 
college days. Requesting him to confide my gift to this 
oo I did not hesitate to acknowledge the doubt 

hat oppressed me,in relation to the mystery of the 
black veil. It was, of course, impossible to decide 
whether the doctor would be able to relieve that doubt. 
Icould only venture to suggest that the question might 
be guardedly put, in making the customary inquiries 
after the health of Miss Dunross. 

In those days of slow communication, I had to 
wait, not for days, but for weeks, before I could 
expect to receive Sir James’s answer. His letter 
only reached me after an unusually long delay. 
For this, or for some other reason that I cannot 
divine, I felt so strongly the foreboding of bad news that 
I abstained from- breaking the seal in my mother's 
presence. I waited until I could retire to my own 
room, and then I opened the letter. My presentiment 
had not deceived me. Sir James's reply contained 
these words only: ‘‘The letter inclosed tells its own 
sad story, without help from me. I cannot grieve for 
her; but I can feel sorry for you."’ - ‘ 

The letter thus described was addressed to Sir James 
by the doctor at Lerwick. I copy it {without comment) 
in these words : 


“The late stormy weather has delayed the vessel by 
means of which we communicate with the main-land. 
I have only received your letter to-day. With it, there 
has arrived a little box, oa a gold locket and 
chain; being the present you asked me to convey pri- 
yately to Mies Dunross, from a friend of yours whose 
name you are not at liberty to mention. 

“In transmitting these instructions, you have inno- 
cently placed me in a position of extreme difficulty. 

“The poor lady for whom the gift is intended is near 
the end of her life—a life of such complicated and terri- 
ble suffering that death comes, in her case, literally ag 
@ Mercy and a deliverance. Under these melancholy 
circumstancés, I am, I think, not to blame if I hesitate 
to give her the locket in secret; not knowing with what 
associations this keepsake may be connected, or of what 
serious agitation it may not possibly be the cause. 

“Tn this state of doubt Ihave ventured on opening 
thelocket, and my hesitation is‘naturally increased. I 
am quite ignorant of the remembrances which my un- 
happy patient may connect with the portrait. Idon’t 
know whether it will give her pleasure or pain tore- 
ceive it, in her last mements on é¢arth. Ican only de- 
cide to take it with moe, when I see her to-morrow, and 


*. 


to let circumstances determine whether I shall risk let- 

ting her see it or not. Our post to the South only leaves 

this place in three days’ time. Ican keep my letter 

open, and Jet you know the result. 
* * * * * * 

“Thave seen her; and I have just returned to my 
own house, My distress of mind is great. But I will 
domy best to write intelligibly and fully of what ‘has 
happened. 

“ Her sinking energies, when I first saw her this morn- 
ing, had rallied forthe moment. The nurse informed 
me that she had slept during the early hours of the 
new day. Previously to this, there were symptoms of 
fever, accompanied by some slight delirium. The words 
that escaped Her in this condition appear to have re- 
lated mainly to an absent person whom she spoke of by 
the name of ‘George.’ Her one anxiety, I am.told, was 
to see ‘George’ again before she died. 

“Hearing this, it struck me as barely possible that 
the portrait in the locket might be the portrait of the 
absent person. Isent her nursé out of the room, and 
took her hand in mine. Trusting partly to her own 
admirable courage and strength of mind, and partly to 
the confidence which I knew she placed in me as an old 
friend and adviser, I adverted to the words which had 
fallen from her in the feverish state. And then I said, 
‘You know that any secret of yours issafe in my keep- 
ing. ‘Tell me, do you expect to receive any little keep- 
sake or memorial from “ George ?”’’ 

“It was a risk to rin. The black vail which she 
always wears was over herface, I had nothing to tell 
me of the effect I was producing on her, except the 
changing temperature, or the partial movement, of her 
hand, as it lay in mine, just under the silk coverlet of 
the bed. 

“She said nothing at first. Her hand turned suddenly 
from cold to hot, and closed with a quick pressure on 
mine. Her breathing became oppressed. When she 
spoke, it was with difficulty. She told me nothing; she 
only put 4 question; : 

“*Ts he here?’ she asked. 

“IT said, ‘Nobody is here but myself.’ 

“ «Ts there a letter?’ 

“T said, ‘No.’ 


“She was silent fora while. Her hand turned cold; 


the grasp of her fingers loosened. She spoke again: 
pe quick, doctor! Whatever it is, give it to me before 
ie.’ 


“Trisked the experiment ; I opened the locket and 
put it into her hand. 

“So far as I could discover, she refrained from look- 
ing xt it at first. She said,‘Turn me in the bed with 
my face to the wall.’ I obeyed her. With her back 
turned toward me she lifted her vail; and then (as I 
be she looked at the portrait. A long, low cry— 
not of sorrow or et a cry of rapture and delight— 
burst from her. I heard: her kiss the portrait. Accus- 
tomed as I am in my profession to piteous sights and 
sounds, I never remember so completely losing my self- 
control as I lost it at that moment. I was obliged to 
turn away to the window. 

“ Hardly a minute can have passed before I was back 
again at the bedside. In that brief interval she had 
changed, Her yoice had sunk again: it was so weak 
that I could only hear what she said by leaning over her 
and placing my ear close to her lips. 

«*Putit round my neck,’ she whispered. 

“IT clasped the chain of the locket round her neck. 
ee tried to lift her hand to it, but her strength failed 

er. ‘ 

“* Help me to hide it,’ she said. 

“I guided herhand. She hid the locket in her bosom, 
under the white dressing-gown which she wore that 
day. The oppression in her breathing increased. I 
raised her on the pillow. The pillow was not high 
enough. I rested her head on my shoulder, and par- 
tally opened her vail. She was able to speak once 
more, feeling a momentary relief. 

“* Promise, she said; ‘that no stranger’s hand shall 
touch me. Promise to bury me as I am now.’ 

“I gave her my promise. 

“Her failing breath quickened, She was just able to 
articulate the riext words: 

“* Cover my face again.’ ‘ 

“I drew the vail over her face. She rested a while in 
silence, Suddenly the sound’ of her laboring respira- 
tion ceased. She started, and raised her head from my 
shoulder, = 

“* Ave you in pain?’ I asked. : 

“*Tam in heaven!’ she answered. 

“Her head dropped back on my breast aa she spoke. 
In that last outburst of joy her last breath had passed. 
The moment of her supreme happiness and the mo- 
ment of her death were one. Tke mercy of God had 
found her at laat. 

“T return to my letter before the post goes out. 

“Ihave taken the necessary measures for the per- 
formance of my promise. She will be buried with the 
portrait hidden in her bosom, and with the black vail 
over her lace. No nobler creature ever breathed the 
breath of life. Tell the stranger who sent her his por- 
trait that her last momenta were joyful moments, 
through his remembrance of her as expressed by his 


gift. 

“T observe a 6 in your letter, to which I have 
not yet replied. Yon ask me if there was any more 
serious reason for the persiatent hiding of her face under 
the vail than the reason which she was accustomed to 
give to the persons about her. It is true that she suffer- 
ed under a morbid sensitiveness to the action of light, 
It is also trne that this was not the only result. 
or the worst result, of the malady that afflicted 
her. She iad another reason for keeping her face 
hidden—a reason kpown to two persons only; to 
the doctor who lives in the village near her father's 
house and to myself. We are both pledged never to 
divulge to auy living creature what our eyes alone 
have secu. We have kept our terrible secret even from 
ber futhber—and we eball curry it with us to our graves. 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


I have no more to say on this melanclioly subject to 
the -person in whose interest you write. Wher he 
thinks of her now, let him think of the beauty which 
no bodily affliction can profane—the beauty of the freed 
spirit, eternally happy in its union with the angels of 
God. 


“TI may add, before I close my letter, that the poor | 
old father will not be left in cheerless solitude at the | 
lake house. He will pass the remainder of his days | 


under my roof, with my good wife to take care of him, 
and my children to remind him of the brighter side of 
life.”’ 

* * * * * * * 


So the letter ended. I put it away, and went out. 
The solitude of my room forewarned me unendurably 
of the coming solitude in my own life. My interests in 
this busy world were now narrowed to one object—to 
the care of my mother's failing health. Of the two 
women whose hearts had once beaten in loving sympa- 
thy with mine, one lay in her grave, and the other was 
lost to me ina foreign land. On the drive by the ses 
I met my mother, in her little pony-chaise, movin 
slowly under the mild wintry sunshine. I dismis 
the man who wasin attendance on her, and walked by 
the side of the chaise, with the reins in my hand. We 
chatted quietly on trivial subjects. I closed my eyes 
to the dreary tuture that was before me, and tried, in 
the intervals of the heart-ache, to live resignedly in the 
passing hour. 


CHAPTER XXXI1. 
THE PHYSICIAN'S OPINION. 


Srx months have elapsed, Summer-time has come 
again, 

The last parting is over. Prolonged by my care, the 
days of my mother’s life have come to their end, She 
has died in my arms; her last words have been spoken 
to me, her last look on earth has been mine. Iam now, 
in the saddest and plainest meaning of the words, alone 
in the world, 

The affliction which has befallen. me has left certain 
duties to be performed that require my presence in 
London. My house is let; Iam staying at a hotel. My 
friend, Sir James (also in London on business), has 
rooms near mine. We breakfast and dine together in 
my sitting-room., For the moment solitude is dreadful 
to me, and yet I cannot go into society; I shrink from 
persons who are mere acquaintances. At Sir Jamea’s 
suggestion, however, one. visitor at the hotel has been 
asked to dine with us, who claims distinction as no 
ordinary guest. The physician who first warned me of 
the critical state of my mother’s health is anxious to 
hear what I can tell him of her last moments. Hia 
time is too prectons to be wasted in the earlier hours of 
the day, and he joins us at the dinner table when hia 
patients leave him free to visit his friends. 

The dinner is nearly atan end. I have made the ef- 
fort to preserve my self-control; and in few words I 
have told the simple story of my mother’s last peaceful 
days on earth. The conversation turns next on topics 
of little interest to me: my mind rests after the effort 
that it has made; my observation is left free to exert 
itself as usual. 

Little by little, while the talk goes on,I observe 
something in the. conduct of the Siepiaced physician 
which first puzzles me, and then arouses my suspicion 
of some motive for his presence which has not been 
acknowledged, and in which I am concerned. 

Over and over again I discover that his eyes are rest- 
ing on me with a furtive interest and attention which 
he seems anxious to conceal. Over and over again I 
notice that he contrives to divert the conversation from 
general topics, and to lure me into talking of myself; 
and, stranger still (unless I am quite mistaken), Sir 
James woderstands and encourages him, Under yarious 
pretenses Lam questioned about what I have snffered 
in the past, and what plans of life I have formed for the 
futu Among other subjects of personal interest to 
sae phi subject of supernatural appearances is intro- 
du I am asked if I believe in occult spiritual 
sympathies and in ghostly apparitions of d or dis- 
tant persons. Iam dextrously ledinto hinting that my 
views on this difficult and debatable question are in 
some degrees influenced by experiences of my own. 
Hints, however, are not enough to satisfy the doctor's 
innocent curiosity: he tries to induce me to relate in 
detail what I have myself seen and felt, But ny this 
time Iam on my guard; I make excuses; I steadily ab- 
stain from taking my fhiend into my confidence. It is 
more and more plain to me that Iam bei 
subject of an expefiment, in which Sir James and the 


physician are equally interested. Outwardly assuming | 
to 


niltless of any suspicion of what is going on, I 
inwar 
doctor's presence that evening, 
James has taken in inviting him to be my guest. 

Events favor my purpose soon after the dessert has 
been placed on the table. 

The waiter enters the room with a letter for me, 
and announces that the bearer waits to know if there 
is any answer, I open the envelope, and find inside a 
few lines from my lawyers, announcing the completion 
of some formal matter of business, I at once seized the 
opportunity that is offered to me. 


ears. 
“Then you think Iam right?” are the frst words I 
hear, iv Sir James's voice. 


ng made the | 


y determine to discover the true motive for the | 
afd for the part that Sir | 


| “Quite right,” the doctor anewers. 
| “Ihave done my best to make him change his dull 
| way of life,’ Sir James proceeds. ‘I have asked him to 
pay a viait to my house in Scotland; 1 have proposed 
| traveling with him on the Continent ; I have offered to 
| take him with me on the next voyage in the yacht. He 
has but one answer—he simply says No to everything 
that I can suggest. You have heard trom his own li 
that he has no definite plans for the future. What is to 
become of him? What had we better do?’ 

“It is not easy to say,” I hear the physician reply. 
“To spea ? es owl the man's nervous system is serious. 
ly deranged. Inoticed something strange in him when 
he first came to consult me about his mother’s health. 
| The mischief has not been caused entirely by the afflic- 
tion of her death. In my belief, his mind has been— 
what shall I say ?—unhinged, for some time past. Heis 
a very reserved person. Isuspect he has been oppressed 
by anxieties which he has kept secret from everyone. 
At his age the acknowledged troubles of life are generally 
| troubles caused by women. It is his temperament to take 
the romantic view of love ; and some matter-of-fact 
woman of the present day may have bitterly disap- 
pointed him. Whatever may be the cause, the effect ie 
plain—his nerves have broken down, and his brain is 
necessarily affected by whatéver affects hia nerves. I 
have known men in his condition who haye ended bad- 
ly. He may drift into insane delusions if his present 
course of life is not altered. Did you hear what he said 
when we talked about ghosts?” 

“Sheer nonsense !” Sir James remarks. 

“Sheer delusion would be the more correct form of 
expression,” the doctor rejoins. “And other delusions 
may grow out of it any moment.” 

“What is to be done?" persists Sir James. “I may 
really say for myself, doctor, that I feel a fatherly in 
terest in the poor fellow, His mother was one of my 
oldest and dearest friends, and he has inherited many 
ofher engaging and endearing qualities. I hope you 
don't think the case is bad enough to be a case for re- 
straint?’ 

“ Certainly not—as yet,” answered the doctor. “So 
far there is no positive brain disease; and there is ac- 
cordingly no sort of reason for placing him under re- 
straint. It is essentially a difficult and doubtful case, 
Have him privately looked after by a competent person, 
and thwart him in nothing, if you can possibly héelpit. 
The merest trifle may excite his suspicions; and if that. 
happens, we lose all control over him.” 

“You don’t think he suspects us already, do you, 
doctor 7’ : 

“TI hope not. Isaw him once or'twice look at me 
very strangely; and he has certainly been a long time 
out of the room.’* 

Hearing this, I wait to hear no more. I return to the 
sitting-room (by way ot the corridor) and resume my 
place at the table. 

The indignation that I feel—naturally enough, I 
think, under the circumstances—makes a good actor of 
me for once in my life. I invent the necessary excuse 
for my long absence, and take nry part in the conversa- 
tion, keeping the strictest guard on every word that 
escapes me, without: betraying any appearance of re- 
straint in my manner. Early in the evening the doctor 
leaves us to go toa scientific meeting. For half an hour 
more Sir James remains with me. By way (as I sip- 
pose) of further testing the state of my mind, he re- 
news the invitation to his house in Scotland, I pretend 
to feel flattered by his anxiety to secure me as his 
guest. I undertake to reconsider my first refusal, and 
to give him a definite answer when we meet next morn- 
ing at breakfast. Sir James is delighted. We shake 
hands cordially,and wish each other good-night. At 
last I am left alone. 

My resolution as to my néxt course of proceeding is 
formed without a moment's hesitation. I determine to 
leaye the hotel privately the next morning, before Sir 
James is out of his bedroom. _ 

To what destination Iam to betake myself is naturally 
the next question that arises, and this also I éasily de- 
cide. During the last days of my mother's life »¢ spoke 
together frequently of the happy past days when we 
were living on the banks of the Greenwater lake, The 
longing thus inspired to look onte more at the old 
scenes, to live for a while again among the old assovia- 
tions, has grown on me since my mother’s’ death, I 
have, happily for myself, not spoken of thia ‘veliny 
to Sir James or to any other person. When I am 
missed at the hotel, there will be no suspicion of the 
direction in which I have turned my steps. To the old 
home in Suffolk I resolve togo the next morning. Wan- 
dering among the scenes of my boyhood, I can consider 
with myself how I may best bear the burden of the lite 
that lies before me. : 

After what I have heard that evening I confide in no- 
body. For all I know to the contrary, my own servant. 
may be employed to-morrow as the spy who watches ny 
actions. hen the man makes his appearance to take 
his orders for the night, I tell him to wake me at six 
the next morning, and release him ‘from fuyrtter attend- 
ance. 
| J next employ myself in writing two letters. They 
will be left on the table, to speak for themselves after 
my departure. 

In the first letter I briefly inform Sir James that I 
have discovered his true reason for inviting the doctor 
to dinner, While I thank him for the interest he takes 


| enter my bedroom next a traveling- 
| with the few things that I ca marry With me. ete 
| ey ia in my dressing-case, — it 1 discover my 


[. 2a te eee ee eee 


* letters on the sitting-table; and I des¢en 


* roa‘ls, to our old house, 


protty keepsake—the green flag! Gan I return to 
“Greenwater Broad,”’ can I look at the bailiff's cottage, 
without the one memorial of little Mary that I possess ? 
Besides, have I not promised Miss Dunross that Mary's 
gitt shall always @o with me wherever I go? and is the 
promise not doubly sacred now that she is dead? For 
a wile I sit idly looking at the device on the flag—the 
w iite-dove embroidered on the green ground, with the 
g-iien olive-branch in its beak. The innocent love 
story of my early life returns to my memory, and shows 
mein horrible contrast the life that I am leading now. 
I fold up the flag and place it carefully in my traveling- 


bay. This done, all is done. Imay rest till the morn- 
ing comes. 
No! Ilie down onmy bed, andI discover that there 


is no rest for me that night. 

Now that Ihave no occupation to keep my energies 
employed,now that my first sense of triumph in the 
discomfiture of the friends who have plotted against me 
has had time to subside, my mind reverts to the con- 
versation that I haye overheard, and considers it from 
a uew point of view. For the first time, the terrible 
question confronts me: The doctor’s opinion on my 
case has been given very positively. How do I know 
that the doctor is not right ? 

This famous physician has risen to the head of his 
profession entirely by his own abilities. He is one of 
the meilical men who succeed by means of an ingratiat- 
ing manner and the dextrous handling of opportunities. 
Eyen. his enemies admit that he stands unrivaled in 
the art of separating the t?ue conditions from the false 
in the discovery of disease, and in tracing effects accur- 
ately to their distant and hidden cause. Issuch a man 
as this likely to be mistaken about me? Is it not tar 
more probable that Iam mistaken in my judgment of 
myself ? 

When I look back over the past years, am I quite sure 
that the strange events which I recall may not, in cer- 
tain cases, be the visionary product of my own disor- 
dered brain—trealities to me, and to no one else? What 
are thedreams of Mrs Van Brant? what are the ghost- 
ly apparitions of her which I believe myself to have 
seen? Delusions which haye been the stealthy growth 
of years? delusions which are leading me, by slow de- 
grees, nearer and nearer to madness in the end? Is it 
insane suspicion which has made me so angry with the 
good triends who have been trying to saye my reason? 
Is it insane terror which sets me on escaping from the 
hotel like a criminal escaping from prison? 

These are the questions which torment me when Iam 
alone in the dead of night. My bed becomes a place of 
unendurable torture. I rise and dress myself, and 
wait for thelbaylight, looking through my open window 
into the streét 

The summer night is short. The gray light of dawn 
comes to me like a deliverance; the glow of the glorious 
sunrise cheers my soul once more. Why should I wait 
in the room that is stil! haunted by my horrible doubts 
of the night? I take up my traveling-bag; I leave my 
the stairs to 
the honse door. The night porter at the hotel is slum- 
bering in his chair. He wakes as I pass him; and (God 
help me!) he too looks as if he thought I was mad. 

“Going to leave us already, sir?” he says, looking at 
th bagin my hand. ‘ 

Mad or sane, I am ready with my reply. I tell him 
Tam going out for a day in the country, and to makeit 
a long day I must start early. : 

The man still stares at me. He asks if he shall find 
someone to carry my bag. I decline to let anybody 
be disturbed. He inquires if I have any messages to 
leave for my friend. I inform him that I have lett 
written messages up stairs for Sir James and the land- 
lori, Upon this he draws the bolts and opens the door. 
To the last he looks at me as ifhe thought I was mad. 


* * * * * * 


Was he right or wrong ? Who can answer for himself ? 
How can tell? ae 


— 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
4 LAST LOOK AT GREENWATER BROAD. 


My spirits rose as I walked through the bright empty 
atrvets, and breathed the fresh morning air. 

Taking my way eastward through the great city, I 
stopped at the first office that I passed, and secured my 
place by the early coach to Ipswich, Thence I traveled 
with post-horses to the market-town which was nearest 
to Grsenwater Broad. A walk of a few miles in the cool 
evening brought me, through well-remembered by- 

By the last rays of the setting 
aun | looked at the familiar row of windows in front, 
anil saw that the shutters were all closed. Nota eipe | 
creature was'visible anywhere. Not even a dog barke 
as | rang the great bell at the door. Theplace was de- 
serted ; the house was shut up. 

Atter a long delay I heard heavy footsteps in the 
hall. An old man opened the door. 

Changed as he was, I remembered him as one of our 
tenants in the by-gone time. On his side, he tried hard 
to recognize me, and tried in vain. No doubt I was the 
most sadly changed of the two; I was obliged to intro- 
duce myself. The poor fellow's withered face bright- 
ened slowly and timidly, as if he was half incapable, 
halt afraid, of spre ay in the accustomed luxury of a 
smile. In his confusion he bade me welcome home 
again, as if the house had been mine. 

Taking me into the little back-room which he in- 
habited, the old man gave me all he had to offer—a 
supper of bacon and eggs and a glass of home-brewed 
beer. He was evidently puzzled to understand me when 
Linformed him that the only object of my visit was to 
look once more at the familiar scenes round my old 
home. But he willingly placed his services at my dis- 
posal; and he engaged to do his best, if 1 wished it, to 
make me up a bed for the night. 

The house had been closed and the establishment of 
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seryants had been dismissed for more than a year past. 
A passion for horse-racing, developed late in life, had 
ruined the rich retired tradesman who had purchased 
the estate at the time of our family troubles. He had 
gone abroad with his wife to live on the little income 
that had been saved from the wreck of his fortune; and he 
had lett the house and lands in such a state of neglect 
that no new purchaser had thus far been found to take 
them. My old friend, ‘now past his work,’’ had been 
put in charge of the place. As for Dermody’s cottage, 
it was empty like the house. Iwas at perfect liberty 


tolook over itifI liked. There was the key of the door | 


on the bunch with the others; and here was the old 
man, with his old hat on his head, ready to accompany 
me wherever I pleased to go. I declined to trouble him 
to accompany me, or to make me up a bed in the lonely 
house. The night was fine, the moon was rising. *I had 
supped; I had rested, When I had seen what I wanted 
to see, I could easily walk back to the market-town and 
sleep at the inn. 

Taking the key in my hand, I set forth alone on 
the way through the grounds which led to Dermody's 
cottage. 

Age, T followed the woodland paths along which I 
had once idled so happily with my little Mary. At every 
step I saw something that reminded me of her. Here 
was the rustic bench on which we had sat together, 
under the shadow of the old cedar tree, and vowed to 
be constant to each other to the end of our lives. There 
was the bright little water spring, from which we 
drank when we were weary and thirsty in sultry sum- 
mer days, still bubbling its way downward to the lake 
as cheerily aseyer. As I listened to the companionable 
murmuring of the stream, I almost expected to see her 
again, in her simple white frock and straw hat, singing 
to the music of the rivulet, and freshening her nosegay 
of wild flowers by dipping it in the cool water. A 
few steps further on, and I reached a clearing in 
the wood, and stood on a little promontory of 
rising ground, which commanded the prettiest view 
of the Greenwater lake. A platform of wood was 
built out from the bank, to be used for bathing 
by good swimmers who were not atraid of a plunge in 
the deep water. I stood on the platform and looked 
round me. The trees that fringed the shore on either 
hand murmured their sweet sylvan music in the night 
air; the moonlight trembled softly on the ripplin, 
water. Away on my right hand I couldjust see the old 
wooden’ shed that once’ shéltered my boat in the days 
when Mary went sailing with me and worked the green 
flag. On my left was the wooden paling that followed 
the curves of the winding creek, and beyond it rose the 
brown arches of the Decoy for wild fowl, now falling to 
rnin for want of use. Guided by the radiant moonlight, 
I could see the very spot on which Mary and Thad stood 
to watch the snaring of the ducks. Through the holein 
the paling before which the decoy-dog had shown him- 
self, at Dermody’s. signal, a water-rat now passed like a 
little black shadow on the bright ground, and was lost 
in the waters of the lake. Look where Imight, the 
happy by-gone time looked back in mockery, and the 
yoices of the past came to me with their burden of re- 
proach ; See what your life was once! Is your life 
worth living now? 

Ipicked up a stone and threw it into the lake. I 
watched the circling ripples round the place at which it 
had sunk. I wonderedifa practiced swimmer like my- 
self had eyer tried to commit suicide by drowning, and 
had been so resolute to dib that he had resisted the 
temptation to let his own skill keep him from sinking. 
Something in the lake itself, or something in connec- 
tion with the thought that it had put into my mind, 
reyolted me. I turned my back suddenly on the lonely 
view. and took the path through the wood which led to 
the bailiff 's cottage. 

Opening the door with my key, I groped my way into 
the well-remembered parlor, aud, unbarring the win- 
dow-shutters, I let in the light of the moon. 

With a heavy heart I looked round me. The old fur- 
niture—renewed perhaps in one or two places—asserted 
its mute claim to my recognition in every part of the 
room. The tender moonlight streamed slanting into 
every cornerin which Mary and I used to nestle together 
while Dame Dermody was at the window reading her 
mystic books. Overshadowed by the obscurity in the 
opposite corner, I discovered the high-backed arm-chair 
of carved wood in which the Sibyl of the cottage sat on 
the memorable day when she warned us of our coming 
separation, and gave us her blessing for the last time. 
Looking next round the walls of the room, I recognized 
old friends wherever my eyes happened to rest—the 
gaudily colored prints; the frame ictures in fine 
needlework, which we thought wonderful efforts of 
art; the old circular mirror to which I used to lift Mary 
when she wanted “ to see her face in the glass." Wher- 
ever the moonlight penetrated, there it showed me some 
familiar object that recalled my happiest days. Again 
the by-gone time looked back in mockery. Again the 
yoices of the past come tome with their burden of re- 
proach. See what your life was once! Is your life 
worth living now ? 

I sat down at the window, where I could just dis- 
cover, hereand there between the trees; the glimmer of 
the waters of thelake. I thought to myself—* Thus 
far my mortal journey has brought me. Why not end 
it here ?”’ 

Who would grieve for me if my death was reported to- 
morrow? Of all living men, I had perhaps the small- 
est number of friends, the fewest duties to perform to 
ward others, the least reason to hesitate at leaving a 
world which had no place in it for my ambition, no 
creature in it for my love. 

Besides, what necessity was there for letting it be 
known that my death was a death of my own seeking? 
It could easily be left to represent itself as a death by 
accident, 

On that fine summer night, and after a long day of 
traveling, might I not naturally take a bath in the cool 
water before f wentto bed? And practiced as I waa in 


| the exercise of swimming, might it not nevertheless be 
| my misfortuhe to be attacked by cramp? On the lone- 
| ly shores of Greenwater Broad the cry of a drowning 
| man would bring no help at night. The fatal accident 
| would explain itself. There was literally but one 
difficulty in the way—the difficulty which had already 
occurred tomy mind. CouldI sufficiently master the 
animal instinct of self-preservation to deliberately let 
myself sink at the first plunge? 

The atmosphere in the room felt close and heavy. I 
went out, and walked to and fro—now in the shadow, 
and now in the moonlight--under the trees before the 
cottage door, 

Of the moral objections to suicide not one had any in- 
fluence over me now. I, who had once found it impossi- 
| ble toexcuse or understand the despair which had driven 
Mrs. Van Brandt to attempt self-destruction—I now 
contemplated with composure the very act which had 
horrified me when I saw it committed by another per- 
son. Well may we hesitate to condemn the frailties of 
our fellow-creatures, for the one unanswerable reason 
that we can neyer feel sure how soon similar tempations 
may not lead us to be guilty of the same frailties our- 
selves. Looking back at the events of the night, I can 
recall but one consideration that stayed my feet on the 
fatal path that led back to the lake. I still doubted 
| whether it would be possible for such a swimmer as I 
was to drown himself. This was all that troubled 
my mind. For the rest, my will was made, and I had 
few other affairs which remained unsettled. No er- 
ing hope was left in me of a reunion in the future with 
Mrs, Van Brandt. She had never written to me in; I 
had never, since our last parting, seen her again in my 
dreams, She was doubtless reconciled to her life abroad, 
I forgave her for haying forgotten me. My thoughts of 
her and of others were the forbearing thoughts of s 
man whose mind was withdrawn already from the 
world, whose views were narrowing fast to the one idea 
of his own death. . - 

I grew weary of walking up anddown. The loneli- 
ness of the place began to oppress me. The sense of my 
own indecision irritated my nerves. After along look 
at the lake through the trees, I came to 8 positive con- 
clusion at last. determined to try if a good swimmer 
could drown himself. . 


CHAPTER XXXII. 
4 VISION OF THE NIGHT. 


ReturntNe to the cottage parlor, I took a chair by the 
window and opened my pocket-book ata blank page. I 
| had certain directions to give to my Oo ag a Maa 

which might spare them some trouble and uncertainty 
in the event ofmy death. Disguising my last instruc- 
tions under the commonplace heading of “ Memoranda 
on my return to London,” I began to write. 

Thad filled one page of the pocket-book, and had just 
turned to the next, when I became conscious of a dif- 
ficulty in fixing my attention on the subject that was 
before it. Iwasat once reminded of the similar diffi- 
culty which I felt in Shetland, when I had tried vainly 
| to arrange the composition of the letter tomy mother 
| which Miss Dunross was to write. By way of com- 

pleting the parallel, my thoughts wandered now, as 
they wandered then, to my latest remembrance of Mrs. 
Van Brandt. In aminute or two I began to feel once 
more the strange physical sensations which I had first 

experienced in the garden at Mr. Dunross’ house. Tha 
| same mysterious trembling shuddered through ma 
from head to foot. Tlooked about me again, with no 
distinct consciousness of what the objects were on 
which my eyes rested. My nerves trembled, on that 
lovely summer night, as if there had been an electric 
disturbance inthe atmosphere and a storm coming. I 
lsid my pocket-book and pencil on the table, and rose to 
go out again under the trees. Even the trifling effort 
to cross the room was an effort made in vain. stood 
rooted to the spot, with my face turned toward the 
moonlight streaming in at the open door. 

An interval passed, and as I still looked out through 
the door, I became aware of something moving far down 
among the trees that fringed the shore of the lake. The 
first impression produced on me was of two gray shad- 
ows winding their way slowly toward me between the 
trunks of the trees. By fine degrees the shadows as- 
sumed a more and more marked outline, until they 
presented themselves in the likeness of two robed fig- 
ures, one taller than the other. While they glided 
nearer and nearer their gray obscurity of hue melted 
away. They brightened softly with an inner light or 
their own as they slowly approached the open space be- 
fore the door. For the third time I stood in the ghost- 
ly Presence of Mrs. Van Brandt; and with her, holding 
her hand, I beheld a second apparition never before re- 
vealed to me, the apparition of her child. 

Hand in hand, shining in their unearthly brightness’ 
through the bright moonlight itself, the two stood be- 
fore me. The mother’s face looked at me once mora 
with the sorrowful and pleading eyes which I remem- 
bered so well, But the face of the child was innocently 
radiant with an angelic smile. I waited in unutterable 
expectation for the word that was to be spoken, for the 
movement that wastocome. Themovement came first. 
The child released its hold on the mother’s hand, and 
floating slowly upward, remained poised in mid-air—a 
softly glowing Presence shining out of the dark back- 
ground of the trees. The mother glided into the room, 
and hae at the table on which I had laid my pocket- 
book and pencil when I could no longer write. As be- 
fore, she took the-pencil and wrote on the blank page. 
As before, she beckoned to me to step nearer to 
her. I approached her outstretched hand, and 
felt once more the mysterious rapture of her touch 
on my bosom, and heard once more her low, 
melodious tones repeating the words, “Remem- 
ber me. Come to me’. Her hand dropped from 
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my bosom. The pale light which revealed her tome 
quivered, sank, vanished. She had spoken, She had 
gone. 

I drew to me the open pocket-book, And this time I 
saw,in the writing of the ghostly hand, these words 
only, 


“ Follow the Child,” 


T looked out again at the lonely night landscape. 

There, in mid-air, shining softly out on the dark back- 
ground of the trees, still hovered the starry apparition 
of the child. 

Advancing without conscious will of my own, I cross- 
ed the threshold of the door. The softly glowing vision 
of the child moved away before me among the trees. I 
tollowed, like a man spell-bound. The apparition, float- 
ing slowly onward, led me out of the wood, and past my 
old home, back to the lonely by-road along which I had 
walked from the market-town to the house. From 
time to time, as we two went on our way, the bright 
figure of the child paused, hovering low in the cloud- 
less sky. Its radiant face looked down smiling on me ; 
it beckoned with its little hand, and floated on again, 
leading me as the Star led the Eastern Sages in the 
olden time, 

I reached the town. The airy figure of the child 
paused, hovering over the house at which I had left my 
traveling carriage in the evening. I ordered the horses 
to be harnessed again for another journey. The pos- 
tilion waited for his further directions. I looked up. 
The child’s hand was pointing southward, along the 
road that led toLondon. I gave the man his instruc- 
tions to return to the place at which I had hired the 
carriage. At intervals, as we proceeded, I looked 
out through the window. The bright figure of the 
ehild still floated on before me, gliding low in the 
cloudless sky. Changing the horses stage by stage, I 
went on till the night ended—went on till the sun rose 
in the eastern heaven. And still, whether it was dark, 
or whether it was light, the figure of the child floated on 
before me in its changeless and mystic light. Mile af- 
ter mile, it still led the way southward, till we lett the 
country behind us, and, passing through the din and tur- 
moil of the great city, stopped under the shadow of 
oe ancient Tower, within view of the river that runs 

y it. 

The postilion came to the carriage door to ask ifI 
had further need of his services. I had called to him to 
stop when I saw the figure of the child pause in its airy 
course. Llooked upward again, Thechild’s hand pointed 
toward the river. I paid the postillion and lett the car- 
siege. Floating on before me, the child led the way to 
a wharf crowded with travelers and their luggage. A 
vessel lay alongside the wharf ready to sail. he child 
led me on board the vessel, and paused again, hovering 
over nein the smoky air. 

Llooked up. The child looked back at me with its 
radiant smile, and pointed eastward down the river to- 
ward the distant sea, While my eyes were still fixed 
on the softly glowing figure, I saw it fade away up- 
ward and upward into the higher light, as the lark 
vanishes upward and upward in the morning sky. I 
was alone again with my earthly fellow-beings—left 
with no clew to guide me but the remembrance of the 
child’s hand pointing eastward to the distant sea. 

A sailor was near me, coiling the loosened moorin 
rope on the deck. Iasked him to what port the ve 
was bound. The manlooked at mein surly amazement, 
and answered : 

“To Rotterdam.” 


— . 
CHAPTER XXXIV. 
BY LAND AND SEA. 


Ir mattered little to me to what port the vessel was 
bound. Go where I might, I knew that Iwas on my 
way to Mrs. Van Brandt. She had need of me again; she 
had claimed me again. Where the visionary hand of 
the child had pointed, thither I was destined to go. 
Abroad or at home, it mattered nothing; when I next 
set my foot on the land, I should be further directed on 
the journey which lay before me. I believed this as 
firmly as I believed that I had been guided thus far by 
the vision of the child. 

For two nights I had not slept—my weariness over- 
powered me. I descended to the cabin, and found an 
unoccupied corner in which I could lie down to rest. 
When I awoke it was night already, and the vessel was 
at Bea, 

I went on deck to breathe the fresh air. Before long 
the sensation of drowsiness returned; I slept again for 
hours together. My friend, the physician, would no 
doubt have attributed this prolonged need of repose to 
the exhausted condition of my brain, previously excited 
by delusions which had lasted uninterruptedly for many 
hours together. Let the cause be what it might, during 
the greater part of the voyage I was awake at intervals 

. only. The rest of the time I lay, like a weary animal, 
lost in sleep. 

When I stepped on shore at Rotterdam, my first pro- 
ceeding was to ask my way to the English consulate. I 
had but asmall sum of money with me; and for all I 
knew to the contrary, it might be well, before I did any 
thing else, to take the necessary measures for replen- 
ishing my purse. 

Thad my traveling-bag with me. On the journey to 
Greenwater Broad I had left it at the inn in the market- 
town, and the waiter had placed it in the carriage when 
Istarted on my return to London. The bag contained 
my check-book, and certain letters which assisted me in 
proving my identity to the consul. He kindly gave me 
the necessary introduction to the correspondents at 
Rotterdam of my bankers in London. 

Having obtained my money, and haying purchased 
certain necessaries of which I stood in need, I walked 
slowly along the street, knowing nothing of what my 
next proceeding was to be, and waiting confidently for 
the event which was to.guide me. I had not walked 
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a hundred yards before I noticed the name of “Van 
Brandt ’’ inscribed on the window-blinds of a house 
which appeared to be devoted to mercantile purposes. 

The street door stood open. A second door, on one side 
of the passage, led into the office. I entered the room, 
and inquired for Mr. Van Brandt. Aclerk who spoke 
English was sent for to communicate with me. He told 
me there were three partners of that name in the busi- 
negs, and inquired which of them I wished to see. I 
remembered Van Brandt's Christian name,and men- 
tioned it. No such person as ‘‘ Mr, Ernest Van Brandt ” 
was known at the office. 

“We are only the branch house of the firm of Yan 
Brandt here,”’ the clerk explained. ‘The head office is 
at Amsterdam. They may know where Mr. Ernest Van 
Brandt is to be found, if you inquire there.” 

It mattered nothing to me where I went so long as I 
was on my way to Mrs. Van Brandt. It was too late to 
travel that day; Isleptata hotel. The night passed 
quietly and uneventfully. The next morning I set forth 
by the public conveyance for Amsterdam. 

Repeating my inquiries at the head office on my 
arrival, I was referred to one of the partners in the firm. 
He spoke English perfectly ; and he received me with 
an appearance of interest which I was at a loss to 
account for at first. 

“Mr. Ernest Van Brandt is well known to me,” he 
said. “May laskif you are a relative or friend of 
a English lady who has been introduced here as his 
wife ?’’ 

Ianswered in the affirmative; adding, ‘‘I am here to 
ive any assistance to the lady of which she may stand 
m need.” * 

The merchant's next words explained the appearance 

of interest with which he had received me. 

“You are most welcome,” he said. ‘ You relieve my 
partners and myself of a great anxiety. I can.only ex- 
ea what I mean by reference for a moment to the 

usiness affairs of my firm. We have a fishing estab- 
lishment in the ancient city of Enkhuizen, on the shores 
of the Zuyder Zee. Mr. Ernest Van Brandt had a share 
in it at one time, which he afterwards sold. Of late 
years our profits from this source have been diminish- 
ing; and we think of giving up the fishery, unless our 
prospects in that quarter improve after a further trial. 
In the meantime, haying a yacant situation in the 
counting-house at Enkhuizen, we thought of Mr. Ernest 
Van Brandt, and offered him the opportunity of renew- 
ing his connection with us in the capacity of a clerk. 
He is related to one of my partners ; but Iam bound in 
truth to tell you that he is avery bad man. He has re- 
warded us for our kindness to him by embezzling our 
money; and he has taken to flight—in what direction 
we have not yet discovered, The English lady and her 
child are left deserted at Enkhuizen; and until you 
came here to-day we were quite at @ loss to know what 
to do with them. I don’t know whether you are already 
aware of it, sir, but the lady’s position is made doubly 
distressing by doubts which we entertain of her being 
really Mr. Ernest Van Brandt's wife. To our certain 
knowledge, he was privately married to another woman 
some years since; and we have no evidence whatever 
that his first wife is dead. If we can help you in any 
way to assist your unfortunate countrywoman, pray 
believe that our services are at your disposal.’’ 

With what breathless interest I listened to these 
words it is needless tosay. Van Brandt had deserted 
her! Surely (as my poor mother had once aaid) 
“she must turn to me now.” The hopes that had 
abandoned me filled my heart once more; the future 
which I had so long feared to contemplate showed itself 

ain bright with the promise of coming happiness to my 
yiew. I thanked the good merchant with a fervor that 
surprised him. ‘Only help me to find my way to 
Enkhuizen,” I said, “ and I will answer for the rest.” 

“The journey will put you to expense,” the mer- 
chant replied. “Pardon me if I ask the question 
bluntly. Have you money?” 

“ Plenty of money.” 

“Very good! The rest will be easy enough. I will 
place you under the care of @ countryman of yours, 
who has been employed in our office for many years. 
The easiest way for you, as astranger, willbe to go by 
sea; and the Englishman will show you where to hire 
a bout.” 

In a few minutes more the clerk and I were on our 
way to the harbor, 

Difficulties which I had not anticipated oceurred in 
finding the boat and engaging a crew. This done, it 
was next necessary to purchase provisions for the 
yoyage. Thanks to the experience of my companion, 
and to the hearty good-will with which he exerted it, 
my preparations were completed beforé night-fall. I 
was able to set sail for my destination on the next 
day. 

The boat had the double advantage,in navigating 
the Zuyder Zee, of being large, and of drawing very 
little water; the captain's cabin was at the stern: 
and the two or three men who formed his crew 
were berthed forward, in the bows. The whole middle 
of the boat, partitioned off on the one side and on the 
other from the captain and the crew, was assigned to me 
formy.cabin. Under these circumstances, I had no reason 
tocomvlain of want of space, the vessel measuring be- 
tween fifty and sixty tons. I had a comfortable bed, a 
table, and chairs. The kitchen was well away from me, in 
the torward part of the boat. At my own request, I set 
forth on my yoyage without servant or interpreter. I 
preferred being alone. The Dutch captain had been 
employed at a former period of his life in the mercantile 
navy of France; and we could communicate, whenever 
it was neceessary or desirable, in the French language, 

We left the spires of Amsterdam behind us, and sailed 
over the smooth waters of the lake Y on our way to the 
Zuyder Zee. 

The history of this remarkable sea is a romance in 
itself. In the days when Rome was mistress of the 
world it had no existence. Where the waves now roll, 


yust tracts of forest surrounded a great inland lake, with 


but one river to serve it as an outlet to the sea. 
Swelled by a succession of tempests, the lake overflowed 
its boundaries ; its furious waters, destroying eyery ob- 
stacle in their course, rested only when they reached 
the farthest limit of the land. 

The Northern Ocean beyond burst its way in through .« 
the gaps of ruin, and from that time the Zuyder Zee ex- 
isted as we know it now. The years advanced, the gene- 
rations of man succeeded each other, and on the shores 
of the new ocean there rose great and populous cities, 
rich in commerce, renowned in history. For centuries 
their prosperity lasted, before the next in this mighty 
series of changes ripened and revealed itself. Isolated 
from the rest of the world, yain of themselves end 
their good fortune, careless of the march of progress in 
the nations round them, the inhabitants of the Zuyder 
Zee cities, sank into the fatal torpor of a secluded people, 

The few members of the Waly who still pre- 
served the relics of their old energy emigrated, while 
the mass left behind resignedly witnessed the diniinu- 
tion of their commerce and the decay of their institu- 
tions. As the years advanced to the nineteenth centu- 
ry, the population was reckoned by hundreds where it 
had once been numbered by thousands. Trade dir:p- 
peared; whole streets were left desolate, Harbors cuce 
filled with shipping were destroyed by the unresis‘ed 
accumulation of sand. In our own times the decay of 
these once flourishing cities is so completely beyond 
remedy, that the next great change in contemplation is 
the draining of the now dangerous and useless tract of 
water, and the profitable cultivation of the reclaimed 
land by generations that are still tocome. Such, briefly 
told, is the strange story of the Zuyder Zee. 


As we advanced on our voyage, and left the lake, I 
noticed the tawny hue of the sea, caused by sand bunke 
which color the rhallow water, and which make the 
navigation dangerous to inexperienced seamen. We 
found our moorings for the night at the fishing island 
of Marken—a low, lost, eephaptaee place, 18 I saw 
it under the last gleams of the twilight. Here and 
there the gabled cottages, perched on hillocks, rose 
black against the dim gray sky. Here and there a hu- 
man figure appeared at the water-side, standing, fixed 
in contemplation of the strange boat. And that was all 
I saw of the island of Marken. 


Lying awake in the still night, alone on a strange sea 
there were moments when I found myself beginniny to 
doubt the reality of my own position. 1 

Was it all a dream? My thoughts of suicide; my ) 
yision of the mother and daughter; my journey back to j 
the metropolis, led by the apparition of the child; my ] 
yoyage to Holland; my night anchorage in the un- it 
known sea—were these, so to speak, all pieces of the ’ 
same morbid mental puzzle, all delusions from whid’ I 
might wake at any moment, and find myself restored 
to my senses again in the hotel at London? Bewildered i} 
by doubts which led me farther and farther from any 
definite conclusion, I leit my bed, and went on deck to 
change the scene. It was astill and cloudy night. In / 
the black void around me, the island was a blacker / 
shadow yet, and nothing more, The one sound that : 
reached my ears was the y oe breathing of the captain 
and his crew sleeping on either side of me. I waited, | 
looking round and round the circle of darkness in which. i} 
Istood. No new vision showed itself. When I returned ; 

; 
| 
| 
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again to the cabin, and slumbered at last, no dreame 
came to me. All that was mysterious, all that was mar- 
velous, in the later events of my life seemed to have 
been left behind me in England. Once in Holland, my 
course had been influenced by circumstances which 
were perfectly natural, by commonplace discoveries 
which might have revealed themselves to any man in 
my position. What did this mean? Had my gilts as a 
Seer of Visions departed from mein the new land and 
among the strange people? Or had my destiny led me | 
to the place at which the troubles of my mortal pil- 
grimage were to find their end? Who could say? 
Early the next morning we set sail once more. 


Our course was nearly northward, On one side ' 
of me was the tawny sea, changing under certain con- 
ditions of the weather to a dull pearl-gray. On the 
other side was the flat, winding coast, composed alter- 
nately of yellow sand and bright green meadow lands, 
diversified at intervals by towns and villages, whose 
red-tiled roofs and quaint church steeples rose gayly 
against the clear blue sky. The captain suggested to 
me to visit the famous towns of Edam and Hoorn; but I 
declined to go on shore. My one desire was to reach the 
ancient city in which Mrs. Van Brandt had been le‘t 
deserted. As we altered onr course, to make for the 
promontory on which Enkhuizen is situated, the wind 
tell, then shifted to another quarter, and blew with a 
force which greatly increased the difficulties of naviga- 
tion. I still insisted, as long as it was possible to do so, 
on holding on our course. After sunset the strength of 
the wind abated. The night came without a cloud, and 
the starry firmament gave us its pale and glittering 
light. In an hour more the capricious wind shifted 
back again in our favor. Toward ten o'clock we sailed 
into the desolate harbor of Enkhuizen. ¥ 

The captain and crew, fatigued by their exertions, ate 
their frugal suppers, and went to their beds. In a few 
minutes more I was the only person lett awake in the } 
boat. } 

Tascended to the deck and looked about me. 

| 
v4 


Our boat was moored to a deserted quay. Excepting j 
a few fishing vessels visible near/us, the harbor of this || 
] 

i 


once prosperous place was a vast solitude of water, 
varied here and there by dreary banks of sand. Looking 
inland, I saw the lonely buildings of the Dead City— 
black, grim, and dreadful under the mysterious star- 
light. Not a human creature, not even a stray animal, 
was to be seen anywhere. The place might have been 
desolated by a pestilence, so empty and so lifeless did it 
now appear. Little more than a hundred years ago the 
record-of its 8 era reached sixty thousand. The 
inhabitants had: dwindled to a tenth of that number 
when I looked at Enkhuizen now. 


’ 
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» considered with myself what my next course of pro- | did I know what new eslamity might not confront me| third time, 


ceeding was to be. 

The chances were certainly against my discovering 
Mrs. Van Brandt if I ventured, alone and unguided, 
into the city at night. On the other hand, now that I 
had reached the place in which she and her child were 
living friendless and deserted, could I patiently wait 
through the weary interval that must elapse before the 
morning came and the town was astir? I knew my 
own self-tormenting disposition too well to accept this 
latter alternative. Whatever came of it, I determined 
to walk through Enkhuizen on the bare chance of 
meeting some one who might inform me of Mrs. Van 
Brandt's address. 

First taking the precaution of locking my cabin door, 
— stepped from the bulwark of the vessel to the lonely. 

nay, and set forth upon my night wanderings throug 
the Dead City. 


CHAPTER XXXV. 
UNDER THE WINDOW. 


I ser tue position of the harbor by my pocket com- 
‘pass, and then followed the course of the first street 


when the door was opened? I waited under the window 
and listened. 

Hardly a minute passed before I heard a woman's 
voice in the room. There was no mistaking the charm 
of those tones, It was the voice of Mrs. Van Brandt. 

“Come, darling!" she said. “It is very late—you 
ought to have been in bed two hours ago.” 

“The child’s yoice answered, “I am not sleepy, 
mamma.” 

“But, my dear, remember you have been ill. You 
Only lie down, and you will soon fall asleep when I put 
the candle out,” 

“You must not put the candle ont!" the child re- 
turned, with strong emphasis. ‘My new papa is com- 
ing. How is he to find his way to us, if you put out 
the light?” 

The mother answered sharply, as if the child’s 
strange words had irritated her. 

“You are talking nonsense,” she said; “and you 
must go to bed. Mr. Germaine knows nothing about 
us. Mr. Germaine is in England.” 

I could restrain myself no longer. I called on* under 
the window: 


that lay before me. 

On either side, as I advanced, the desolate old houses 
frowned on me. There were no lights in the windows, 
no lamps in the streets. For a quarter of an hour, at 
the least, penetrated deeper and deeper into the city, 
without encountering .a living creature in my way— 
with only the starlight to guideme. Turning by chance 
into a street broader than the rest, I at last saw a moy- 
ing figure just visible ahead, under the shadows of the 
houses. I quickened my pace, and found myself fol- , 
lowing aman in thedress of a peasant. Hearing my 
footsteps behind him, he turned and looked atme. Dis- 
covering that I was a stranyer, he lifted a thick cudgel 
that he carried with him, shook it threateningly, and 
called to mein his own language (as I gathered by his 
actions) to stand back. A stranger in Enkhuizen at that 
time of night was evidently reckoned as a robber in the 
estimation of this citizen. I had learned on the yoyage, 
from the captain of the boat, how to ask my way in 
Dutch, if [happened to be by myself in a strange town; 
and I now repeated my lesson, asking my way to the 
fishing office of Messrs. Van Brandt. Kither my foreign 
accent made me unintelligible, or the man’s suspicions 
disinclined him to trust me. Again he shook his cud- 
rel, and again he signed to me tostand back. It was 
useless to persist. I stepped to the opposite side of the 
way, and soon after lost sight of him under the portico 


of a house. 

Still following the windings of the deserted streets, 
sxouee what I at first supposed to be the end of the 
own. 


Before me, for half a mile or more (as well as I could 


» grease), rose @ tract of meadow land, with sheep dotted 


over it at intervals reposing for the night. I advanced 
over the grass, and observed here and there where the 
ground rose a little some aemeeee fragment of brick- 
work. Looking onward as I reached the middle of the 
meadow, I perceived on its farther side, towering gaunt 
and black in the night, a lofty arch or gate-way, with- 
out walls at its side, without a neighboring building of 
any sort, far or near. This (as I afterward learned) was 
one of the ancient gates of the city. The walls, crumb- 
ling to ruin, had been destroyed as useless obstacles 
that cumbered the ground. On the waste meadow land 
round me had once stood the shops of the richest mer- 
chants, the palaces of the proudest nobles, of North 
Holland. I was actually standing on what had been 
formerly the wealthy quarter of Enkhuizen! And what 
was left of itnow? A few mounds of broken bricks, a 
pasture land of sweet-smelling grass, and a little flock 
of sheep sleeping. $ 

The mere desolation of the view (apart altogether 
from its history) struck me with a feeling of horror. 
My mind seemed to lose its balance in the dreadful 
stillness that was round me, I felt unutterable fore- 
bodings of calamities to me. For the first time I re- 
pented having left England. My thoughts turned re- 
gretfully to the woody shores of Greenwater Broad. If 
I had only held to my resolution, I might have been at 
rest now in the deep waters of the late. For what had 
I lived and planned and traveled since I left Dermody’s 
cottage? Perhaps only to find that I had lost the 
woman whom I loved—now that I was in the same 
town with her. 

Regaining the outer rows of houses still left stand- 
ing, I looked about me, intending to return to the 
street which was known to me already. Just as I 
thought I had discovered it, I noticed another living 
creature in the solitary city. A man was standing at 
the door of one of the outermost houses on my right 
hand, looking at me. 

At the risk of meeting with another rough reception, 
I determined to make another effort to discover Mrs. 
Van Brandt before I returned to the boat. 

Seeing that I was approaching him, the stranger met 
me midway, His dress and manner showed plainly that 
Ihad not encountered this time a person in the lower | 
ranks of life, Heanswered my question civilly in his 
own | age. Seeing that I was at a loss to un- 
derstand what he said, he invited me by signs to follow | 
him. 

After walking for a few minutes in a direction that 
was quite mew to mo, we stopped ina gloomy little 
square, with a fake of neglected garden ground in the 
middle of it. Pointing to a lower window in one of the 
houses, in which a light dimly appeared, my guide said | 
in Dutch, “ Office of Van Brandt, sir,” bowed, and 
left me. 

I advanced to the window. 


It was open, and it was 


just high enough to be above my head. The light in 
the room found its way outward through the intersti- 
ces of closed wooden shutters. Still haunted by. mis- 
givings of trouble to come, I hesitated to announce my 
arrival precipitately by ringing the house bell. How 


“ Mr. Germaine is here !”” 


—— 


CHAPTER XXXVI. 
LOYE AND PRIDE. 


A cry of terror from the room told me that I had 
been heard. For a moment more nothing happened. 


may be ill again if yon keep out of bed so late as this. | 


She stopped me impatiently st the 

outset, : 
“It seems useless to say once more what we have 

said on other occasions,” she answered. “I under- 

stand what has brought you here. I have appeared to 

a again in a vision, just as I appeared to you twice 
ore.”” 

“No,” I said. 
fore. 
side.” 

That reply roused her. She started and looked ner- 
vously toward the bed-chamber door. F 

“ Don’t speak loud !” she said. “ Don’t let the child 
hear us ! My dream of you this time has left a painful 
impression on my mind, The child is mixed up in it— 
andI don’t like that.- Then the place in which I saw 
you is associated ""—— She paused, leaving the sentence 
unfinished, “I am nervous and wretched to-night,’” 
she resumed ; “and I don’t want to speak of it. And 
yet, I should like to know whether my dream has mis- 
led me, or whether you really were in that cottage, of 
all places in the world ?” 


I was at a loss to understand the embarrassment 
which she appeared to feel in putting her question. 
There was nothing very wonderiul, tomy mind, in the 
discovery that she had becn in Suffolk, and that she 
was acquainted with Greenwater Broad, The lake was 
known all over the country as a favorite resort for pic- 
nic parties ; and Dermody’s pretty cottage used te be 
one of the popular atractions of the scene. What really 
surprised me was to see, as 1 now plainly saw, that she 
had some painful association with my old home. I de- 
cided on answering her question in such terms as might 


. ‘Notas you appeared to me twice be- 
This time I saw you with the child by your 


Then the child’s voice reached me, wild and shrill: 
“Open the shutters, mamma! I said he was coming— 
T want to see him |” 

There was still an interval of hesitation be- 
fore the mother opened the shutters. She did it at last. 
I saw her darkly at the window, with the light behind 
her, and the child's head just visible above the lower 
part of the window-frame. The quaint little face moved 
rapidly up and down, asifmy self-appointed daughter 
were dancing for joy ! 

“Can I trust my own senses ?”’ said Mrs. Van Brandt. 
“Is it really Mr. Germaine ?”’ 

‘How do youdo, new papa?” cried thechild. “ Push 
open the big door, and come in. I want to kiss you.” 

There was a world of difference between the coldly 
doubtful tone of the mother and the joyous greeting of 
the child. Had I forced myself too suddenly on Mrs. 
Van Brandt? Like all sensitively organized persons. 
she possessed that inbred sense of self-respect which~is 
pride under another name. Was her pride wounded at 

he bare idea of my seeing her, deserted as well as de- 
ceived—abandoned contemptuously, a helpless burden 
on strangers—by the man for whom she had sacrificed 
and suffered so much? And that man a thief, flyin, 
from the employers whom he had cheated! I citiatied 
open the heavy oaken street door, fearing that this 
might be the true explanation ofthe change which I had 
already remarked in her. My apprehensions were con- 
firmed when she unlocked the inner door, leading from 
the court-yard to the sitting-room, and let me in. 

As I took her by both hands and \issed her, she 
turned her head,so that my lips touched her cheek 
only. She flushed deeply; her eyes looked away from 
me as she spoke her few formal words of welcome. 
When the child flew into my arms, she cried out, irri- 
tably, “Don’t trouble Mr. Germaine!’ I took a chair, 
with the little one upon my knee. Mrs. Van Brandt 
seated herself at a distance from me. “It is needless, I 
suppose, to ask you if you know what has happened,” 
she said, turning pale again as suddenly as she had 
turned red, and keeping her eyes fixed obstinately on 
the floor. 

Before I could answer, the child burst out with the 
news of her father's disappearance in these words : 

“My othér papa has run away! My other papa has 
stolen money! It’s time I had a new one—isn’t it?’ 
She put her arms round my neck. ‘And now I’ye 
got him!” she cried, at the shrillest pitch of her 
voice. 

The mother looked at us. For a while, the proud, 
sensitive woman struggled successfully with herseif. 
But the pang that wrung her was not to be endured in 
silence, With alow cry of pain, she hid her face in her 
hands. Overwhelmed by the sense of her own degra- 
dation, was even ashamed to let the man who 
loved her see that she was in tears. 

I took the child off my knee. There was a second 
door in the sitting-room, which happened to be left 
open. It showed me a bed-chamber within, and a 
candle burning on the toilet-table. 

“Go in there and play,’ said. “I want to talk to 
your mamma,” | 

The child pouted; my proposal did not appear to} 
tempt her. “Giye me mii Shr play with,” she 
said. “I’m tired of my toys. t me see what you 
have got in your pockets.” 

Her busy little hands began to search in my coat | 

ockets. I let her take what she pleased, and so bribed | 

er to run away into the innerroom. As soon as she 
was out of sight, I approached the poor woman and 
seated myself by her side. 

“Think of it as I do,’ I said. “Now that he has 
forsaken you, he has left you. free to be mine.” 

She lifted her head instantly ; her eyes flashed 
through her tears. 

“Now that he has forsaken me,” she answered, “ I am 
more unworthy of you than ever!” 

“Why ?” Lasked. 

“Why !’”’ she repeated, passionately. “Has a woman 
not reached the lowest depths of degradation when she 
has lived to be deserted by a thief?" 

It was hopeless to attempt to reason with her in her 
present frame of mind, I tried to attract her attention 
to aless painful subject by referring to the strange suc- 
cession of events which had brought me to her for the 


4 words in my mind when I wrote in your book. 


encourage her to take me into her confidence. In amo- 
ment more, I should have told her that my boyhood had 
been passed at Greenwater Broad—in a moment more, 
we should have recognized each other—when as trivial 
interruption suspended the words on my lips. The 
child ran out of the bed-chamber, with a quaintly- 
shaped key in her hand. It was one of the things she 
had taken out of my pockets, and it belonged to the 
cabin door on boar the boat. A sudden fit of curiosity 
(the insatiable curiosity of a child) had seized her on the 
subject of'this key. She insisted on knowing what door it 
locked; and, when I had satisfied her on that point, she 
implored me to take her immediately to sce the boat. 
This entreaty led naturally toa renewal of the disputed 
question, of going, or not going, to bed. By the time the 
little creature had left us again, with permission to 
play for a few minutes longer, the conversation between 
Mrs. Van Brandt and myself had taken a new direction. 
Speaking now of the child’s health, we were led natur- 
ally to the kindred subject of the child's connection with 
her mother’s dream. 


“She had been ill with fever,” M: 
“and she was just getting better again on the day when 
I was left deserted in this miserable place. Toward 
evening she had another attack that frightened me 
dreadfully. She became perfectly insensible—her little 
limbs were stiff and cold. There isone doctor here who 
has not yet abandoned the town. Of course Isent for 
him. He thought her insensibility was caused by a sort 
of cataleptic seizure. At the same time he comforted 
me by saying that she was in no immediate danger of 
death; and he left me certain remedies to be given, if 
certain symptoms appeared. I took her to bed, and 
held her to me, with the idea of keeping her warm. 
Without believing in mesmerism, it has since struck 
me that we might unconsciously have had some influ- 
ence over each other, which may explain what followed- 
Do you think it likely ?” 


“ Quite likely. At the same time, the mesmeric the- 
ory (if you could believe in it) would carry the explana- 
nation farther still. Mesmerism would assert, not only 
that you and the child influenced each other, but that 
—in spite of the distance—you both influenced me. 
And in that way mesmerism would account for my yis- 
ion as the necessary result of a highly developed sym- 
pathy between us. Tell me, did you fall asleep with the 
child in your arms?” : 

“Yes. Iwas completely worn out, and I fell asleep 
in spite of my resolution to watch through the night. 
In my forlorn situation, forsaken in astrange place, I 
dreamed of you again, and lappealed to you again as 
my one protector and friend. The only new thing in 
the dream was that I thought I had the child with me 
when I approached you, and that the child put oe 

ow 
saw the words, I suppose? and they vanished as before, 
no doubt, when Lawoke. Ifound the child still lying 
like a dead creature in my arms. All through the i 
them was no change in her. She only recovered her 
senses at noon thenextday. Why doyoustart ? What 
have I said that surprises you ?” - 

There was good reason for my feeling startled, anc 
showing it. On the day and at the hour when the child 
had come to herself, I had stood on the deck of the ves- 
sel, and had seen the apparition of her disappear from 
my view. 

“Did she say anything,” I asked, “ when she revoy- 
ered her senses ?”” 

“Yes. She, too, had been dreaming—dreaming that 
she was in company with you. She said: ‘He is con, 
ing to see us, mamma, and I have been showing him the 
way.’ Iasked her where she had seen you. She spoke 
confusedly of more places than one. She talked of 
trees and a cottage, and a lake; then of fields and 
hedges, and lonely lanes; then of a carriage and horses, 
and a long white road; then of crowded streets and 
houses, and a river anda ship. As to these last ob- 
jects, there is nothing very wonderful in what slie said. 
The houses, the river, and the ship which she saw in her 
dream she saw in the reality when we took her from 
London to Rotterdam, on our way here. But as to the 
other places, especially the cottage and the lake (as she 
described them), I can only suppose that her dream was 


Van Brandt began, 


THE TWO DESTINIES. 


the reflection of mine. J had been dreaming of the cot- 


come when you will tell meso. I can suffer—I can dio; 


tago and the lake, as I onco knew them in years long | but I can not face such a prospect as that. Forgive me 


gone by; and—heaven only knows why—I had associ- 
ated poe with the scene. Never mind going into that 
now 


and forget me, I can say no more?” 
She let go of my hand, and sank on the floor. The ut- 


I don’t know what infatuation it is that makes | ter despair of that action told me, far more eloquently 


me trifle in this way with old recollections, which affect | than the words which she had just spoken, that her 


me painfully in my present position. 
of the child's health; let us go back to that,” 


We were talking | resolution was immovable. She had deliberately separ- 


ated herself from me; her own act had parted us for- 


It was not easy to return to the topic of her child’s | ever. 


health. She had revived my curiosity on the subject of 
her associations with Greenwater Broad. The child was 
still quietly at play in the bed-chamber. My second 
opportunity was betore me. I took it. 

“Twon’t distress you,’’ I began. “I will only ask 
leave, before we change the subject, to put one question 
to you about the cottage and the lake.” 

As the fatality that pursued us willed it, it was her 
turn now to be innocently an obstacle in the way of our 
discovering each other. 

“I can tell you nothing more to-night,” she inter- 
posed, rising impatiently. ‘It is time I put the child 
to bed—and, besides, I can’t talk of things that distress 
me. You must wait for the time—ifit ever comes— 
when I am calmer and happier than I am now.” 

She turned to enter the bed-chamber. Acting head- 
long on the impulse of the moment, I took her by the 
hand and stopped her. 

“You have only to chooso,”’ I said, “and the calmer 
and happier time is yours from this moment.” 

‘‘ Mine!”’ she repeated. ‘‘ What do you mean ?” 

“Say the word,” L replied, ‘‘and you and your child 
have a home and a future before you.” 

She looked at me half bewildered, half angry. 

“Do you offer me your protection ?” she asked. 

“T offer you a husband's protection,” I answered. 
ask you to be my wife.” 

“She advanced a step nearer to me, with her eyes 
riveted on my face. 

“You are evidently ignorant of what has really hap- 
pened,” she said. “And yet, God knows, the child 
apoke plainly enough.” 

“The child only told me,’’ I rejoined, “what I had 
heard already on my way here.” 

“ All of it?” 

“ All of it.” 

“And you still ask me to be your wife?” 

“I can imagine no greater happiness than to make 
you my wife.” 

“Knowing what you know now ?” 

“ Knowing what I know now, I ask you confidently to 
give me your hand. Whatever claim that man may 
once have had, as the father of your child, he has now for- 
feited it by his infamous desertion of you. In every 
sense of the word, my darling, you are a free woman. 
We have had sorrow enough in our lives. Happiness 
is at last within our Mach. Come to me, and say Yes.’’ 

I tried to take her in my arms. She drew back as if I} 
had frightened her. 

“Never !"’ she said, firmly. 

I whispered my next words, so that the child in the 
inner room might not hear us. 

“You once said you loyed me!” 

“T do love you!" 

“ As dearly as ever?” 

“ More deurly than ever !” 

‘Kiss me !”” 

She yielded mechanically; she kissed me—with cold 
lips, with big tears in her eyes. 

“You dont love me!" [ burst out, angrily. “You 
kiss me as if it wereaduty, Your lips are cold—your 
heart is cold. You don’t loye me!” 

She looked at me sadly, with a patient smile. 

“One of us must remember the differeiace between 
your position and mine,” she said. “You are aman of 
stainless honor, who holds an undisputed rank in the 
world. And whatamI? Iam the deserted mistress of 
athief. One of us must remember that. You have 
» Heprken! torgotten it. I must bear it in mind, [I 

are say I am cold. Suffering has that effect on me; 
and, I own it, Tam suffering now.” 

I was too passionately in love with her to feel the 
sympathy on which she evidently counted in saying | 
those words. A man can respect a woman's scruples, 
when they appeal to him mutely in her looks or in her 
tears. But the formal expression of them in words only 
irritates or annoys him. 

“Whose fault is it that you suffer?” I retorted, coldly. 
“Task you to make my life a happy one. You are a 
cruelly wronged woman, but you are not a degraded 
woman. -You are worthy.to be my wife, and Iam ready 
to declare it publicly. Come back with me to England. 
et boat is waiting for you; we can set sail in two 

ours.”” 

She dropped intoa chair; her hands ‘fell helplessly 
into her lap. 

“How cruel!" she murmured ; “ how cruel to tempt 
me!” She waited a little, and recovered her fatal firm- 
ness. “No!l''shesaid. “If I die in doing it, I can still 
refuse to disgrace you. Leave me, Mr. Germaine. You 
can show me that one kindness more. For God’s sake, 
leave me!” 

I made a last appeal to her tenderness. 

“Do you know what my life is if I live without you?” 
Tasked. ‘My mother is dead, There is not a livin 
creature left in the world whom I love but you. and 
you ask me to leave you! Where am I to go to? what 
amlItodo? You talk ofcruelty! Is there no cruelty 
in sacrificing the happiness of my life to a miserable 
acruple of delicacy, to an unreasoning fear of the opinion 
of the world? I love you, and you love me. 
no other consideration worth a straw. Come back with 
me to England! Come back and be my wife!” 

She dropped on her knees, and taking my hand, put it 
silently to her lips. I tried to raiseher. It was useless 
she steadily resisted me. 

“ Does this mean No ?’’ I asked. 


“I 


There is | 


“It means,” she said, in faint broken tones, ‘that I 
prize your honor beyond my happiness. IfImarry you 
your career is destroyed by your wife ; and the day will 


CHAPTER XXXVII. 
THE TWO DESTINIES. 


I MADE no movement to leave the room ; I let no sign 
of sorrow escape me. Atlast my heart was hardened 
against the woman who had so obstinately rejected me. 
I stood looking down at her with merciless anger, the 
bare remembrance of which fills me at this day with 
ahorror of myself. There is but one excuse for me. 
The shock of that last overthrow of the one hope that 
held me to life was more than my reason could endure. 
On that dreadful night (whatever I may have been at 
other times), I myself believe it, I was a maddened man. 

I was the first to break the silence, 

“Get up,” I said, coldly. 

She lifted her face from the floor, and looked at me as 
if she doubted whether she had heard aright. 

“Put on your hat and cloak,” I resumed; “I must 
ask you to go back with me as far as the boat.” 

She rose slowly. Her eyes rested on my face with a 
dull, bewildered look. 

“Why am I to go with you to the boat ?” she asked. 

The child heard her. The child ran up to us with 
her little hat in one hand, and the key of the cabin in 
the other. 

“I'm ready,’ she said. ‘I will open the cabin door.” 

Her mother signed to her to go back to the bed-cham- 
ber. She went back as far as the door which led into 
the court-yard, and waited there, listening. I tutned 
to Mrs. Van Brandt with immovable composure, and 
answered the question which she had addressed to me, 

“You are left,” I said, “without the means of getting 
away from this place. In two hours more the tide will 
bein my favor, and I shall sail at once on the return 
voyage. We part, this time, never to meet again. Be- 
fore I. go Lam resolyed to leaye you properly provided 
for. My money is in my trayeling-bag in the cabin, 
For that reason, I am obliged to ask you to go with me 
as far as the boat.” 

“TI thank you gratefully for your kindness,” she said. 
“TI don't stand in such serious need of help as you sup- 
pose.”” 

“Tt is useless fo attempt to deceive me,” I proceeded. 
“T have spoken with the head partner of the house of 
Van Brandt at Amsterdam, and I know exactly what 
your position is. Your pride must bend low enough 
to take from my hands the means of subsistence for 
yourself and your child. IfI had died in England ’’—— 

Istopped. The unexpressed idea in my mind was to 
tell her that she would inherit a legacy under my will, 
and that shemight quite as becomingly take money from 
me in my lifetime as take it from my executors after my 
death. In forming this thought into words the associa- 
tions which it called naturally into being revived in me 
the memory of my contemplated suicide in the Greenwa- 
terlake. Mingling with the remembrance thus aroused, 
there rose in me, unbidden, a Temptation so oyerpower- 
ingly vile, and yet so irresistible in the state of my 
mind at the moment, that it shook me to the soul. 
“ You have nothing to live for, now that she has refused 
to be yours,"’ the fiend in me whispered. “Take your 
leap into the next world, and make the woman whom 
you love take it with you!’ While I was still looking 
at her, while my last words to her faltered on my lips, 
the horrible facilities for the perpetration of the double 
crime, revealed themselves enticingly to my view. My 
boat was moored in the one part of the decaying harbor 
in which deep water still lay at the foot of the quay. I 
had only to induce her to follow me when I stepped 
on the deck, to seize her in my arms, and to jump over- 
board with her before she could utter a cry for help, 
My drowsy sailors, as I knew by experience, were hard 
to wake, and slow to move eyen when they were roused 
at last. We should both be drowned before the 
youngest and the quickest of them could get up from 
his bed and make his way to the deck. Yes! We 
should both be struck together out of the rankg,ef the 
living at one and the same moment. And why not? 
She who had again and again refused to be my wife—did 
she deserye that I should leave her free to go back, 
perhaps, for the second time to Van Brandt? On the 
evening when I had saved her from the waters of the 
Scotch river I had made myself master of her fate. She 
had tried to destroy herself by drowning—she should 
drown now, in the arms of the man who had once 
thrown himself between her and death !”" 

Self-abandoned to such atrocious reasoning as this, I 
stood face to face with her, and returned deliberately to 
my unfinished sentence. 

“Tf I had died in England, you would have been pro- 
vided for by my will. What you would have taken 
from me then, you may take from me now. Come to 
the boat." 

Achange passed over her face asI spoke; a vague 
doubt of me began to show itself in her eyes. She drew 
back alittle, without making any reply. 

“ Come to the boat,”’ I reiterated. 

“It is too late.’ With that answer, she looked across 
the room at the child, still waiting by the door. 
“Come, Elfie,"’ she said, calling to the little creature by 
one of her favorite nicknames. “Come to bed.” - 

I, too, looked at Elfie. Might she not, I asked myself, 
be made the innocent means of forcing her mother to 
leave the house? Trusting to the child’s fearless char- 
acter, and her eagerness to see the boat, I suddenly 
opened the door. As I had anticipated, she instantly 
ran out. The second door, leading into the square, I 
had not closed when I entered the court-yard. In an- 


other moment Elfie was out in the square, triumphin 
in her freedom. The shrill little voice broke the death 
like stillness of the place and hour, calling to me again 
and again to take her to theboat. 

I turned to Mrs. Yan Brandt. The stratagem had 
suceeeded. Elfie’s mother could hardly retuse to follow 
when Elfie led the way. 

“ Will you go with us?” I asked, “ or must I send the 
money back by the child?” . 

Her eyes rested on me for a moment with a deepening 
expression of distrust, then looked away again. She 
began to turn pale. “You are not like yourself to- 
night,” she said. Without a word more she took her 
hat snd cloak, and went out before me into the square. 
I followed her, closing the doors behind me. She made 
an attempt to induce the child toapproach her. “Coma, 
aa. she said, enticingly—‘come and take my 

and.’ 

But Elfie was not to be caught : she took to her heels, 
and answered from a safe tance. “No,” said the 
child; “you will take me back and put me to bed.” 
She retreated a little farther, and held up the key. “I 
shall go first,” she cried, ‘and open the door.” 

She trotted off a few steps in the direction of the har- 
bor, and waited for what was to happen next. Her 
mother suddenly turned, and looked close at me under 
the light of the stars. 

““« Are the sailors on board the boat?" she asked. 

The question startled me. Had she any suspicion of 
my purpose? Had my face warned her of lurking 
danger if she went to the boat? It wasimpossible. Tha 
more likely motive for her inquiry was to find a new 
excuse for not accompanying me to the harbor.. It I 
told her that the men were on board, she might answer, 
“Why not employ one of your sailors to bring the 
money to me at the house?” I took care to anticipate 
the suggestion in making my reply. 

“They may be honest men,” I said, watching her 
carefully ; “but I don’t know them well enough to 
trust them with money.” 

To my surprise, she watched me just as carefully on 
her side, and deliberately repeated her question. 

“ Are the sailors on board the boat?” 

Linformed her that the captain and crew slept in the 
boat, and paused to see what would follow. My reply 
seemed to rouse her resolution, After a moment's con- 
sideration, she turned toward the place at which the 
child was waiting for us. “Let us go, as you insist on 
it,” she said, quietly. Imade no farther remark. Siile 
py ate, in silence, we followed Elfie on our way to the 

oat. 

Not a human creature passed us in the streets: not a 
light glimmered on us from the grim black house:. 
Twice the child stopped, and, still keeping slyly ont vu! 
her mother’s reach, ran back to me, wondering at ny 
silence. ‘Why don’t you speak?’ she asked. ‘ Hav: 
you and mamma quarreled ?” 

I was incapable of answering her—I could think «° 
nothing but my contemplated crime. Neither fear nur 
remorse troubled me. Lyery better instinct, every no- 
bler feeling that I had once possessed, seemed to bh» 
dead and gone. Not even a thought of the child's fu- 
ture troubled my mind. Ihad no power of looking ou 
farther than the fatal leap from the boat: beyond that, 
there was an utter blank. For the time being—I can 
only repeat if—my moral sense was obscured, my men- 
tal faculties were thrown completely off their balance. 
The animal part of me lived and moved as usual; the 
viler animal instincts in me plotted and planned, ani 
that was all. Nobody, looking at me, would have seen 
anything but a dull quietudein my face, an immovablo 
composure inmy manner. And yet no madman was 
ever fitter for restraint, or less responsible morally tor 
his own actions, than I was at that moment. 

The night air blew more freshby on our faces. Still 

led by the child, we had passed through the last street 
—we were out on the empty open space which was tho 
landward boundary of the harbor. In a minute more 
we stood on the quay, within a step of the gunwale 
of the boat. 
’ I noticed a change in the appearance of the harbor 
since I had seen it last. Some fishing boats had come 
in during my absence. They moored, some immedi- 
ately astern and some immediately ahead of my own 
vessel. I looked anxiously to see if any of the fisher- 
men were on board and stirring. Not a living being 
appeared anywhere. The men were on shore with 
their wives and their families. 

Elfie held out her arms to be lifted on board my boat. 
Mrs. Van Brandt stepped between us as I stooped to 
take her up. 

“We will wait here,” she said, “ while you go into the 
cabin and get the money.” 

Those words placed it beyond all doubt that she had 
her suspicions of me—suspicions, probably, which led 
her to fear not for her life, but for her freedom. She 
might dread bert: kept a prisoner in the boat, and be- 
ing cartied away by me against her will, More than this 
she could not thus far possibly apprehend. The child 
saved me the trouble of making any remonstrance. 
She was determined to go with me, “I must see the 
cabin,” she cried, holding up the key. “I must open 
the door myself.’’ 

She twisted herself out of her mother’s hands; and ran 
round to the other side of me. I lifted her over the 
gunwale of the boat in an instant. Before I could turn 
round, her mother had followed her, and was standing 
on the deck. 

The cabin door, in the position which she now occu- 
pied, was on her left hand. The child was close behind 
her, Iwas on her right. Before us was the open deckand 


my arm round her waist with aloud laugh. “Comé, 
I said, trying to drag her across the deck—“come and 
look at the water.” 
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She released herself by a sudden effort of strength 
that astonished me. With a faint cry of horror, she 
turned to take the child by the hand and get back to the 
quay. Iplaced myself between her and the side of the 
boat, and cut off herretreatinthat way. Still laughing, 
asked her what she was frightened about. She drew 
back, and snatched the key of the cabin door out of the 
child’s hand. The cabin was the one place of refuge 
now left, to which she could escape from the deck of the 
boat. In the terror of the moment, she never hesitated. 
She unlocked the door, and hurried down the two or 
three steps which led into the cabin, taking the child 
with her, I followed them, conscious that I had be- 
trayed myself, yet still obstinately, stupidly, madly 
bent on carrying out my purpose. ‘Ihave only to be- 
haye quietly,” I thought to myself, ‘and I shall pre- 
suade her to go on deck again.” 

My lamp was burning as I had left it; my traveling- 
bag was on the table. Still holding the child, she stood, 
pale as death, waiting for me. Elfie’s wondering 
eyes rested inguiringly on my face as I approached 
them. She looked half inclined to ery; the sudden- 
ness of the mother’s action had frightened the child, 
I did my best to compose Elfie before I spoke to her 
mother. I pointed ont the different objects which 
were likely to interest her in the cabin. ‘*Go and look 
at them,” I said ; “go and amuse yourself.” 

The child still hesitated. “ Are you angry with me?” 
she asked. 

“No, no !’’ 

“ Are you angry with mamma?” 
“Certainly not.” I turned to Mrs, 
“Tell Elfie if lam angry with you,” I said. 

She was perfectly aware, in her critical position, of 
the necessity of humoring me. Between us we suc- 
eeeded in composing the child. She turned away to 
examine, in high delight, the new and strange objects 
which surrounded her. Meanwhile her mother and I 
stood together, looking at each other by the light of the 
Jamp, with an assumed composure which hid our true 
faces like a mask. In that horrible situation, the gro- 
tesque and the terrible, always together in this strange 
lite of ours, came together now. On either side of us 
the one sound that broke the sinister and threatening 
silence was the lumpish snoring of the sleeping captain 
and crew. 

She was the first to speak. 

“If you wish to give me the money,” she said, trying 
to propitiate me in that way, “I am ready to take it. 
now.” 

I unlocked my traveling-bag. As looked into it for 
tue leather case which held my money, my overpower- 
ing desire to get her on deck again, my mad impatience 
to commit the fatal act, became too strong to be con- 
trolled, 

“We shall be cooler on deck,” Isaid. “Let us take 

he bag up there.”” 

She showed wonderful courage. I could almost see 
thecry for help rising to her lips. She repressed it ; 
fhe had still presence of mind enough to foresee what 
might happen before she could rouse the sleeping men. 

“We haye a light here to count the money by,” she 
auswered. “Idon’t feel at all too warm in the cabin. 
Let us stay here a little longer. See how Elfie is amus- 
ing herself!” 

Her eyes rested on me as she spoke. Something in 
the expression of them quieted me for the time. Iwas 
able to pause and think. Imiight take her on deck by 
torce before the men could interfere. But her cries 
would rouse them ; they would hear the splash in the 
water, and they might be quick enough to rescue us. 
It would be wiser, perhaps, to wait a little and trust to 
my cunning to delude her into leaving the cabin of her 
own accord. I put the bag back on the table, and began 
to search for the leather money case. My hands were 
strangely clumsy and helpless. I could only find the 
case atter scattering half the contents of the bag on the 
table. Thechild was n me ut the time, and noticed 
what I was doing. < 4 

“Oh, how awkward you are!’’she burst ont, in her 
frankly fearless way, ‘‘Let me put your bag tidy. Do, 

please !"" 
F Igranted the request impatiently. Elfie’s restless 
desire to be always doing something, instead of amus- 
ing me, as usual, irritated me now. The interest that 
I hud once felt in the charming little creature was all 
gone. An innocent love was a feeling that was stifled 
in the poisoned atmosphere of iny mind that night. 

The money I had with me was mostly composed of 
notes of the Bank of England. Carefully keeping up 
appearances, I set aside the stun that would probably 
be required to takea traveler back to London; and I 
put all that remained into the hands of Mrs. Van 

Brandt. Could she suspect me of a design on her life 
now? 7 

“That will do for the present," I said. “I can com- 
muuicate with you in the future through Messrs, Van 
Brandt of Amsterdam.” 

She took the money mechanically. Her hand 
trembled; her eyes met mine with a look of piteous en- 
treaty. She tried to revive my old tenderness for her ; 
elie made a last appeal to my forbearance and consider- 
ation. 

“We may part friends,” she said, in low, trembling 

tones. ‘And as friends we may meet again, when time 
lias taught you to think forgivingly of what hus passed 
letween us to-night.” 
» She offered me her hand. I looked at her without 
taking it, I penetrated her motive in appealing to my 
old regard for her. Still suspecting me she had tried 
her lagt chance of getting safely on shore. 

“The lesa we Bay of the past the better,” I answered, 
with ironical politeness. ‘‘ It is getting late, and you 
will agree with mo that Elfie ought to be in her bed. 
I looked round at the child. “‘ Be quick, Elfie,”’ Teaid; 
“your mamma is going away.” I opened the cabin door, 
and my arm to Mrs. Van Brandt. “ This boat is 
my house for the time being,’ I resumed, ‘ When 


Van Brandt, 


ladies take leave of me after a visit I escort them to the 
deck. Pray take my arm.” 

Ske started back. For the second time she was on the 
point of crying for help, and for the second time she 
kept that last desperate alternative in reserve. 

“Thaven’t seen your cabin yet,’’ she said, her eyes 
wild with fear, a forced smile on her lips as she spoke. 
“ There are several little things here that interest me. 
Give me another minute or two to look at them.” 

She turned away to get nearer to the child, under pre- 
tense of looking round the cabin. I stood on guard be- 
fore the open door watching her. She made a second 
pretense: she noisily overthrew a chair as if by accident, 
and then waited to discover whether the trick had suc- 
ceeded in waking themen. The heavy snoring went on; 
nota sound of a person moving was audible on either 
side of us. 

“‘My men are heavy sleepers,” I said, smiling signifi- 
cantly. “Don’t be alarmed, you have not disturbed 
them. Nothing wakes these Dutch sailors when they 
are once safe in port.” 

She made no reply. My patience was exhausted. I 
left the door and advanced toward her. See retreated 
in speechless terror, passing behind the table on the 
other end of the cabin. I followed her until she had 
reached the extremity of the room and could get no 
farther. She met the look I fixed on her; she 
shrank into a corner and called for help. In the deadly 
terror that possessed her, she lost the use of her 
yoice. Alow moaning, hardly louder than » whisper, 
was all that passed her lips. Already, in imagination, 
I stood with her on the gunwale, already I felt the cold 
of the water—when I was startled by a cry behind me. 
I turned round. Thecry had co.ne¢ from Elfie. She had 
apparently just discovered some new object in the bag, 
and she was holding it up in admiration, high above her 
head. “Mamma! mamma!” the child cried, excitedly, 
“look at this pretty thing! Oh, do ask him if I may 
have it?” 

Her mother ran to her, eager to seize the poorest ex- 
cuse for getting away from me. I followed : I stretched 
out my hands to seize her. She suddenly turned round 
on me, a woman transformed. A bright flush was on 
her face, an eager wonder sparkled in her eyes. 
Snatching Elfie’s coveted object out of the child's hand, 
she held it up before me. I saw it under the lamplight. 
It was my little forgotten keepsake—the Green Flag. 

“How came you by this ?’’ she asked, in breathless 
anticipation of my reply. Not the slightest trace was 
left in her face of the terror that had convulsed it 
barely a minute since! “How came you by this?” she 
repeated, seizing me by the arm and shaking me, in the 
ungovernable impatience that possessed her. 

My head turned giddy, my heart beat furiously un- 
der the conflict of emotions that she had roused in 
me. My eyes were riveted on the green flag. The 
words that I wanted to speak were words that refused 
tocome tome. I answered, mechanically; “I have had 
it since I was a boy.” 

She dropped her hold on me, and lifted her hands 
with a gesture of ecstatic gratitude. A lovely angelic 
brightness flowed like light from heaven over her face. 
For one moment she stood enraptured. The next she 
clasped me passionately to her bosom, and whispered in 
my ear: ‘lam Mary Dermody! {made it for You!” 

The shock of discovery, following so closely on all 
that I had suffered before it, was too much for me, I 
sank fainting in her arms. 

When I came to myself I was lying on my bed in the 
cabin. Elfie was playing with the green flag, anid Mary 
was sitting by me with my hand in hers. One long 
look of love passed silently from her eyes to mine—from 
mineto hers. In that look the kindred spirits were 
united; The Two Destinies were fulfilled, 


THE END OF THE STORY. 


THE FINALE. 


THE WIFE WRITES, AND CLOSES THE STORY, 


THERE was a little introductory narrative prefixed to 
The Two Destinies, which you may possibly haye for- 
gotten by this time. 

The narrative was written by myself—a citizen of the 
United States, visiting England with his wife. It de- 
seribed a dinner party at which we were present, given 
by Mr. and Mrs. Germaine in celebration of their mar- 
riage, and it mentioned the circumstances under which 
we were intrusted with the story which has just come 
to an end in these pages. Having read the manuscript, 
Mr. and Mrs. Germaine le‘t it to us to decide whether 
we ome continue our friendly intercourse with them 
or not. 

At 3 o’clock p.m., we closed the last leaf of the story. 
Five minutes later J sealed it up in its cover ; my wife 
put her bonnet on, and there we were, bound straight 
for Mr. Germaine’s house, when the servant brought a 
letter into the room, addressed to my wife. 

She opened it, looked at tha signature, and discovered 
that it was ‘Mary Germaine.” Seeing this, we sat 
down side by side and read the letter before we did any- 
thing else. < - 

On reflection, it strikes me that you may do well to 
read it too. Mrs. Germaine is surely by this time a 
person in whom you feel some interest. And she is on 
on that account, as I think, the fittest person to close 
the story. Here is her letter: 


“DEAR MapaM—or may I say dear friend ?—be pre- 
pared, if you please, for 4 little surprise. When you 
ie oe lines we shall have left London for the Con- 

nent. 

“ After you went away last night, my husband decid- 
ed on taking this journey. Seeing how keenly he felt 
the insult offered to me by the ladies whom we had 
asked to our table, I willingly prepared for our sudden 
departure. When Mr, Germaine is far away from his 


false friends, my experience of him tells me that he will 
recoyer his tranquillity. That is enough for me. 

“My little daughter goes with us, of course. Early 
this morning I drove to the school in the suburbs at 
which she is being educated, and took her away with 
me. It is needless to say that she was delighted at the 
peer of traveling. She shocked the school-mistress 

y waving her hat over her head, and crying ‘ Hooray ” 
like a boy. The good lady was very careful to inform 
me that my daughter could not possibly have learned 
to cry ‘Hooray ’ in her house. 

“You have probably by this time read the narrative 
which I haye committed to your care. I hardly dare 
ask how I stand in your estimation now. Is it possible 
that I might have seen you and your good husband if 
we had not left London so suddenly? As things are, I 
must now tell you in writing what I should infinitely 
have preferred saying to you with your friendly handin 
mine, 

“Your knowledge of the world has no doubt already 
attributed the absence of the ladies at our dinner table 
to some report affecting my character. You are quite 
right. While I was taking Elfie away from her school, 
my husband called on one of his friends who dined with 
us (Mr. Waring), and insisted on an explanation. Mr. 
Waring referred him to the woman who is known to you 
by this time as Mr. Van Brandt’s lawful wife. In her 
interyals of sobriety she possesses some musical talent; 
Mrs. Waring had met with her at a concert for a charity, 
and had been interested in the story of her wronzs, ae 
she called them, My name was of course menticned. 
I was described as a ‘cast-off mistress’ of Van Brandt,. 
who had persuaded Mr. Germaine into disgracing him- 
self by marrying her, and becoming the step-father of 
her child. Mrs. Waring thereupon communicated what. 
she had heard to other Nadie who were her friends. The 
result you saw for yourselves when you dined at our 
house. 

“Tinform you of what has happened without making 
any comment. Mr, Germaine’s narrative has already 
told you that I foresaw the deplorable consequences 
which might follow our marriage, and that I over and 
over — (God knows at what cost of misery to mykelf!)} 
refused to be his wife. It was only when my poor little 
green flag had revealed us to each other that I lost alt 
control over myself. The old time on the banks of the 
lake came back tome; my heart hungered for its dar- 
ling of happier days; and I said Yes, when (as you may 
think) I ought to have still said No. Will you take voor- 
old Dame Diemody's view of it, and believe that the- 
kindred spirits, once reunited, could be parted no more? 
Or will you take my view, which is simpler still? I do. 
love him so dearly, and he is so fond of me! 

“Tn the mean time our departure from England seems: 
*» be the wisest course that we can adopt. As long ae 
cais woman lives she will say again of me what she has: 


said already, whenever she can find the goportunity,. 
My child might hear the reports about her ther, and 
might be injured by them when she gets Older. We 


propose to take up our abode, for a time at least, in the 
neighborhood of Naples. Here, or farther away yet, we 
may hope to live without annoyance among a people 
whose social law is the law of mercy. Whatever may 
happen, we have always one last consolation to sustaim 
us—we have love. 

“You talked of traveling on the Continent when you 
dined with us. If you should wander our way, the En- 
glish consul at Naples is a friend of my husband's, and 
he will have our address. I wonder whether we shalk 
ever meet again? It does seem hard to charge the mig- 
fortunes of my life on me, as if they were my faults, 

“Speaking of my misfortunes, I may say before I 
close this letter that the man to whom I owe them is 
never likely to cross my path again. The Van Brandte 
of Amsterdam have received certain information that 
he is now on his way to New Zealand. They are 
determined to prosecute him if he returns. He is little 
likely to give them the opportunity. 

“ The traveling ering is at the door: I must say 
good-by. My husbane sends to you both his kindest. 
Tegards and best wishes. His manuscript will be quite 
safe (when you leave London) if you send it to his 
bankers, at the address inclosed. Think of me some- 
times—and think of me kindly. I appeal confidently 
to your kindness, for I don't forget that you kissed me 
at parting. Your grateful friend (if you will let her be 
your friend), Mary GERMAINE.” 


We are rather impulsive people in the United States, 
and we decide on long journeys by sea or land without 
making the slightest fuss about it.. My wife and I 
pare at each other, when we had read Mrs, Germaine’s 

etter. 

“London is dull,” I remarked, and waited to see. 
what came of it. 

My wife read my remark the right way directly. 

“Suppose we try Naples?’ she said. 

That is all, Permit us to wish you good-by. We are. 
off to Naples. 
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or, THe QUEEN OF THE PrRarriz. By Hamilton. 


73 Deadwood Dick on Deck; or, Catamry | 


JANE, THE HeRorye or WHoop-Up. By Wheeler. 
74 Wawk-eye Harry. By Oll Coomes. 
75 The Boy Duelist, By Col. P. Ingraham. 
76 Abe Colt, THE Crow-KiLter. By A, W. Aiken. 
77 Corduroy Charlie, Tae Boy Bravo; or, 
DrADWwooD Dick's Last Act. By E. L. Wheeler. 
78 Wiue Dick. By Captain Mayne Reid. 
78) Sol Ginger, Grant Traprer. By A.W, Aiken. 
80 Rosebud Rob; or, Nuccet Neb, THe Knigat 
or THE GuLcH. By Edward L, Wheeler, 
81 Lightning Jv. By Captain J. F.C, Adams, 
$2 Kit Haretoot, THE Woop-Hawk,; or, OLD 
Powprer-Face AND His Demons. By Harbaugh. 
$3 Rollo, the Boy Rauger, 4 Oll Coomes, 
84 Tayl, the Girl Miner. By E. L. Wheeler, 
36 Rnck Buckram; or, Bess, THE }'EMALE 
Trapper. By Captain J. F.C. Adams, 
86 Daudy Hock. By G. Waldo Browne, 


Youne WANDERING JEW; |! 


Whe Wlying Yankee; or, THe Ocean Ovt- | 


Nick 0? the Night; or, THE Boy Spy or '76. | 


Ben, THe Price oF THE Pisrow; | 


By | 


S. W. Pierce. | 


Avalanche, THE GREAT ANNIHILATOR; | 


87 The Land Pirates. By Capt. Mayne Reid. 

88 Photograph Phil, tHE Boy Srevrs; or, 
RospEzetb Rop’s REAPPEARANCE. By E. L. Wheeler. 
Island Jiaa. By Bracebridge Hemyng. 
‘She Dread Rider. By G. Waldo Browne. 
Bhe Captain of the Club; or, THE Youne 
RivaL ATHLETES. By Bracebridge Hemyng. 

2 vanada Cuet3 or, OLD ANACONDA [IN SITTING 
Buy's Came. By Edward L. Wheeler. 

3 ‘@Mhe Boy Miners. By Edward 5. Ellis. 
Midnight Jack, THE Roap-AGENnT; or, 
Tue Boy TRAPPER. By T. C. Harbaugh. 

‘The Rival Rovers, Lieut. Col. Hazeltine. 


> Watch-Eye, TEE SHapow.* by E. L. Wheeler. | 
By J. J. Marshall. | 
OUTLAWED Ear; or, THE | 


97 The Outlaw Brothers, 
S Robin Hood, 
Merri N oF G 
99 The 
Rocx’s AnceLt. By George Waldo Browne. 
100 Deadwood Dick in LeaJville; or, A 
Srrancs Stroke For Liserty, By Wheeler. 
101 Jack Harkaway in New York. By 
Bracebridge Hemyng. 
102 Dick 
THE CRUISE OF THE VIXEN. By Col. Ingraham. 
103 Whe Lion of the Sea. By Col. Delle Sara. 
104 Deadwood Dick’s Device; 
Sicn or THE Dovsie Cross. By E.L. Wheeler. 
Old Rube, tHe Hunter. Capt. H. Holmes. 


swoop. Prof. Gildersleeve. 


Old Frosty, THe Guipe. By T. C. Harbaugh. | 


One-Eyed Sim, By James L. Bowen. 

3 Daring Davy. By Harry St. George. 

Deadwood Dick as Detective. By 

Edward L. Wheeler. 

The Black Steed of the Prairies. A 

Thrilling Story of Texan Adventure. By Bowen. 
11 The Sea-Devil. By Col. P. Ingraham, 

2 The Mad Hunter. By Burton Saxe. 

3 Jack Hoyle, THe Youne Specunator; or, 
Tue Roan To Fortuns. By Ed. L. Wheeler. 
The Black Schooner. Roger Starbuck. 
The Mad Miner ; or, Danpy Rocx’s Doom. 

3y George Waldo Browne. 

he Hussar Captain; or, THE HERMIT 
or Heii-Gate. By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 
Gilt-Edged Dick, THE Sport DETECTIVE; 
or, THe Roap-Acent’s Daventrer. Wheeler. 
Will Somers, THe Boy Detective. Morris. 
Mustang 
By Jos, E. Badger, Jr. 

The Branded Hand, By Frank Dumont. 
Cinnamon Chip, THE Cum Sport; or, 
THE GOLDEN Inport oF Mr. Rosa. td. L. Wheeler. 
Phil Hardy, Tue Boss Boy. By C. Morris. 
Kiowa Charley, THE Warre MustTanceEr. 
By T. C.. Harbaugh. 
Tippy, THe Texan. By. George Gleason. 
Bonanza Bill, Mixer. By Ed. L. Wheeler. 
Picayune Pete; or, Nicopemus, THE Doa 
Derective. By Charles Morris. 
Wild-Fire, Boss orrTHe Roap. By Dumont. 
8 The Young Privateer. By H. Cavendish. 
Deadwood Dick’s Double; or, THe 
Guost or Gorcon’s GuicH, Ed. L. Wheeler. 
Detective Dick. By Charles Morris. 
Whe Golden Hand} or, Danpy Rock To 
THE REscvE. By George W. Browne. r 
‘The Hunted Hunter. By Ed. S. Ellis. 
Hoss Bob, tHe King or THE BOOTBLACKS: 
or, THE PawNeRoKeER’s Prot. Ed. L. Wheeler. 
Sure Shot Seth, THe Boy Ririteman; or THE 
Youne Patriots oF Tar Nortu. By Oll Coomes, 
Captain Paul, tHe Kentocky MoonsHINER; 
or, THe Boy Spy oF THE Mounrarms. By Clark. 
Night-Hawk Kit. By Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 
The Helpless Hand. Capt. Mayne Reid. 
Blonde ili; or, Drapwoop Dick’s Home 
Base. By Edward L. Wheeler. 
Judge Lynch, Jr. By T. C. Harbaugh. 
Biue Blazes; or, Tae Break o’ Day Boys 
or Rocky Bar. By Frank Dumont. 
Solid Sam, THe Boy Roap-AGENT; or, THE 
BranDeD Brows. By Edward L Wheeler. 
Handsome Harry, THE Boorsuack Dz- 
TECTIVE. By Charles Morris. 
Sear-Face Saul. By Oll Coomes. 
Dainty Lance, THE Boy Sport. By Badger. 
Captain Ferret, trae New York Derec- 
TIVE; or, Boss Bos’s Boss Jos. By Wheeler. 
Silver Star, THE Boy Knicut. By Coomes. 
Will Wildfire, THe THoxovcasrep; or, 
Toe Wryninc Hanp. By Charles Morris. 
Sharp Sam; 
FRIENDLEsS Boy. By J. Alexander Patten, 
A Game of Gold; or, DEADwoop Dicg's 
Bie Srrixe. By Edward L. Wheeler. 
Lance and Lasso. By Capt. F. Whittaker. 
Panther Paul, THe IE PIRATE; or, 
Darsty Lance To THE Rescur. J. E. er, 
Black Bess, Wi. Wirprine’s Racer; or, 
Wrisnina Acarinst Opps. By Charles Morris. 
Eagle Kit, THe Boy Demon. By Oll Coomes, 
The Swerd Hunters, By F. Whittaker. 
Gold Trigger, THE Sport. T.C. Harbaugh. 
Deadwood Dick of Deadwood; or, 
Tue Prckep Party. By Edward L. Wheeler. 
Wike WKerry, THE Harsor Potice Boy; or, 
Tue Niegut-Hawks or PamapeLpnia. Morris. 
Fancy Frank of Colorado; or, THE 
TrappiR’s Trust, By Buffalo Bill. 
The Lost Captain; or, THE Opew Potar 
Sra. Captain Frederick Whittaker. 
The Black Giant; or, Damry Lance 
JEoparpy. By Joseph E. Badger, Jr. 
New Work Nell, rae Boy-Girt Derectrye; 
or, Oup Buakesty's Monry. By E. L. Wheeler. 
162 Will Wildfire in the Woods, Morris. 
163 Little Texas, THz Youna Mustaneer. A 
Tale of Texan Prairies. By Oll Coomes, 
164 Dandy Rock’s Pledge. By G.W. Browne, 
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er of Taos; or, WiLp Kate, Danpy | 
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or, THE | 


Sam, THE Kine or THE PLAINS, | 


| 200 The Boy Bedouins, 
| 201 


or, THE ADVENTURES OF A 


Billy Baggage, THE RamroapD Boy; or, 
Run to Earts. By Charles Morris. 
Wickory Marry. By Harry St. George. 
Asa Scott, ine Sreampoat Boy. By Willett. 
Deadly Dash. By Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 
Tornado Tom; or, Isson Jack From Rep 
Corz. ‘T. C, Harbaugh. 

A Trump Card; or, Witt WILpFirE WINs 
anpd Loses. By Charles Morris. 

Ebony Dan. By Frank Dumont. 
Thunderbolt ‘Tom ; or, Tat WoLF-HERDER 
OF THE Rockies. By Harry St. George. 
Dandy Rock’s Riyal. By G.W. Browne. 
Bob Rockett, tHe Boy Dopcrr. By Morris. 
Captain Arizona. By Philip 5,Warne. 
The Boy Runaway; or, THE BUCCANEER 
OF THE Bay, Lieut. H. D. Perry, U.S.N. 
Nobby Nick of Nevada; or, THe Scaur 
OF THE Sterras. By Edward L. Wheeler. 
Old Solitary. By Oll Coomes. 

Bob Rockett, rue Bank Ronyer. Morris, 
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| 180 The Sea Fraiter; or, A Vow Wet. Kept, 
Ovad-Eye, THE Boy Smvacer; or, | 


By Lieut. H. D. Perry, U.S. N. 
Wild Frank, ts Buckskin Bravo; or, 
Lapy Lity’s Love. By Edward L. Wheeler. 


Little Hurricane, tHE Boy Caprarn. 
By Oll Coomes. 

The Hidden Hand; or, Wri Wiprire’s 
ReEvENGE. By Chas. Morris. 

The Boy Trailers; or, Damnvry Lance on 
THE Wak-PatH. By Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 


Evil Eye, Kine or Carrie Tairves; or, THE 
VULTURES OF THE Rio Granpve. By F. Dumont. 


186 Cool Desmond; or, THe Gamsier’s Bic 
Game. By Col. Delle Sara. 


Fred Halyard, THE Lire Boat Boy; or, 
THe SMUGGLERS oF THE INLET. By C. Morris. 
188 Ned Temple, tae Borper Boy. Harbaugh. 
189 Bob Rockett, tHe Cracksman. By Morris. 


190 Dands Darke; or, THe Ticers or HicH 
Prive. By Wm. R. Eyster. 


Buffalo Billy, tHe Boy BULLWHACKER. 
By Capt. A. B. Taylor, U. 8. A. 


192 Captain Kit. By Licut. H. D. Perry,U.85.N. 


193 Captain Mask, Tae Zapy Roap-AGENT; or, 
PaTENT-LEATHER Jor’s DergatT. By Warne. 


194 Buffalo Bill’s Bet. By Captain Taylor. 
195 Deadwood Dick’s Dream, By Wheeler. 


196 Shadowed; or, Bos Rockert's FicHT FoR 
Lire. By Charles Morris. 


Little Grit, r= Witp Riper. By Ingraham. 
Arkansaw, THE MAN WITH THE KNIFE. 
By T. C. Harbaugh. 

Featherweight; or, THe Boy CHAMPION 
oF THE Muskincum. By Edward Willett. 


By Capt. Frederick 


181 
182 
183 
184 
185 


187 


191 


197 
198 


199 


Whittaker. 


The Black Hills Jezebels or, Drap- 
woop Dick’s Warp. By Edward L. Wheeler. 


Prospect Pete, or THE Boy BRIGADE; Or, 

Tse YounG OvrLaw Hunters. By Oll Coomes, 

203 The Boy Pards. By Jos. E. Badger, Jr. 

204 Gold Plume, THe Boy Banprr. Ingraham. 

205 Deadwood Dick’s Doom. A Tale of 
Death Notch. By Edward L. Wheeler. 

206 Dark Paul, THe Ticrr Kine. By C. Morris. 


207 Navajo Nick, tHe Boy Goup Hunter. A 
Tale of Arizona, By T. C, Harbaugh. 


208 The Boy Hercules. By Oll Coomes. 
209 Fritz, tHe Bounp-Boy Derective. Wheeler. 
210 Faro Frank of High Pine; or, Danny 
Darke’s Go-pown Parps. By W. R. Eyster. 
Crooked Cale, THe CALIBAN OF CELESTIAL 
Crry. By Jos. E, Badger, Jr. 


202 


211 


| 212 Dashing Dave, THE Danpy Derecrive. 


By Charles Morris. 

Fritz to the Front. By E. L. Wheeler. 

Wolfgang, THe Rosser oF THE REIN?. 

By Captain Frederick Whittaker. 

Captain Bullet, tax Ramer Kine. 

T. C. Harbaugh. 

Bison Bill, rae Price or THE Res. 

By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 

Captain Crack-Shot, Taz Grei BRIGAND; 

or, Gipsy Jack From Jimtown. By Edward 

L. Wheeler. 

218 Tiger Tom, rae Trxan Terror. By Oll 
Coomes. 

219 Despard, the Duelist; or, Taz Moun: 
TAIN VAMPIRES, By Philip 8. Warne, 

220 Tom Tanner, ScaLawaG 4ND ScaPEGRACE. 
By Charles Morris. 

221 Sugar Coated Sam; ot, Taz Busck Gowns 
or Griw Gcicu. By E. L, Wheeler. 


213 
214 
215 By 
216 


217 


| 222 Grit, the Gambler. By Colonel Prentiss 


Ingraham. Ready October ®6th. 


223 Ozark Alf, Kine oF THE Movuntar. By 
Edward Willett. Ready November ist. 


A new issue every week. 


The Half-Dime Library is ce ag 
Newsdealers, five cents per co} or sen m 
receipt of giz. cents each. WEADLE & ADA 
Publishers, 98 William Street, New York. 
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_283 SyBiu CHasE. 


Fireside Library. 


Each issue a complete novel and sold at the uniform price of TEN CENTS. No double price numbers. 


1 Was Sae His Wirr? Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell. 

2 Figeina From Love. By Harriet Irving. 

3 Dip He Love Her? By Bartley T. Campbell. 

4 A Srrance Woman. By Rett Winwood. 

6 Two Gixws’ Lives. By Mrs. M. R, Crowell. 

9 Toe War or Hearts. By Corinne Cushman. 
11 THe Fatse Wivow. By Mrs. J. D. Burton. 
12-13 Lost For Love. By Miss M. E. Braddon. 
14-15 Torners oF THE Ska. By Victor Hugo. 

16 THe Qcaproon. By Catharine A. Warfield. 
17-18 Unctm Sruas. By J. S. Le Fanu. 

19-20 Deap-Sea Fruit. By Miss M. E. Braddon. 
21-22 Lirrie Kate Kirspy. By F. W. Robinson. 
23 Sowine THE Winv. By Mrs. Mary R. Crowell. 
21-25 Brrps or Prey. By Miss M. E. Braddon. 

26 Tat Boxy or Norcort’s. Charles Lever. 

27-28 CHarvorte’s INHERITANCE, By Miss Braddon. 
29 A GirL’s Heart. By Rett Winwood. 

30-31 Rep as A Rose 1sSHE. By Rhoda Broughton. 
32 Tue Linx or St. Erne. By Mrs. Crow. 

33 STRANGELY WED. * Mrs. J. D. Burton. 

34 Tue Gipsy Brive, By M. FE. O. Malen. 

35 ANNIE TeMPLE. By Rev. J. H. Ingraham. 

36 Wrrnour Mercy. By Bartley T. Campbell. 

87 Buack Eyres anp Biv. By Corinne Cushman. 
38 Brave Barsara. By Corinne Cushman, 

39 ADana@zrous Woman. By Margaret Blount. 
40 Ovma’s Loyg. By Henrietta E. be Conde. 

41 Lost: A Wire. By Corinne Cushman. 

42 Wrsning Ways. By Margaret Blount 

43 A Woman's Hearr. By Mrs. M. V. Victor. 

44 Tae Deap Lerrmr. By Seeley Regester. 

45 Lorp Lisus’s Daveuter. By C. M. Braeme. 

46 A Woman’s Hann. By author of “ Dead Letter.” 
47 Viats or Wratu. By Mrs. Mary R. Crowell.. 

48 A Witp Girt. By Corinne Cushman. 

49 Tae Mappest Marriace Ever Was. By Burton, 
50 Love v4 Maze. By Mrs. E. F. Ellet. 

51 Carnouma. By Dr. J. H. Robinson. 

52 A RomMANnce or a Poor Youna Giru. HE. F. Ellet. 
53 Tas Lockep Haart. By Corinne Cushman, 

54 Tur Prive or Tae Downes. By M. Blount. 

55 A Strance Girt. By Albert W. Aiken. 

386 Tae Prerry Purrran. By A Parson's Daughter. 


67 Dw Sue Sin? By Mrs, Mary Reed Crowell. 


58 Doupty Divorcep. a ean Davis Burton. 

59 A WickepD Woman. By Lillie D. U. Blake. 

60 BuInD BarBaRA’s Secret. Mary Halpine. 

61 AN AMERICAN QUEEN. By Grace Mortimer, 

62. MarGoun, THE Stranee. By Wm. M. Turner. 

63 Wire orn Wipow. By Rett Winwood. 

64 Tue Creoue Cousins, By Philip S,Warne. 

65 PursvEpD To THE AuTAR. By C. Cushman, 

66 Tae Terrisie TRurH. By Jennie D. Burton, 

67 Exrxreant Eaprrr. By Philip 8. Warne. 

68 Lapy Heuen’s Vow. By Mrs. E, F. Ellet. 

69 Bowrs, THe KnieuT or Cuivatry. P. S. Warne. 

70 Drirrinc To Ruin. By Mary Reed Crowell. 

71 Tue Parson’s DavauterR. By A Parson’s 
Daughter. 

72 Tax Mysrerious Guarpian. By C. Cushman, 

73 Was Sue Aa Wire. By Rett Winwooc. 

74 AprRIA, THE Apoprep. By Jennie D. Burton. 

75 PRETTY AND Proup. By Corinne Cushman. 

76 Tux Birter Fevp. By Jennie D. Burton. 

77 A Woman's Work. By Mrs. E. F. Ellet. 

78 Tue BLack Rippie. By Corinne Cushman. 

79 Cora AnD Rusy. By Jennie Davis Burton. 

80 Divorcep Bur Nor Drvmep. By A Parson's 
Daughter, 

81 Atmost Marrixp. By A Parson’s Daughter. 

82 Two Farr Women. By Wm. M. Turner. 

83 Tue InnERITANCE oF Hate. By J. D, Burton. 

84 Peart oF Peanuts. By A. P. Morris, Jr. 

85 For Honor’s Sage. By gk, gt Crowell. 

86 Lance UrquHartr's Loves. By Annie Thomas. 

87 SareLy MARRIED. By author of ‘‘ Caste.” 

88 Fiorerre. By Col. Prentiss Ingraham. 

89 Taree Times Deap. By Miss M. E. Braddon. 

90 For A Woman’s Saxe. By Watts Phillips. 

91. ‘He Comern Nor,’ Suz Sam, By Thomas. 

92 Tue New Maapaten. By Wilkie Collins. 

93 AN OpEN Verpict. By Miss M. E. Braddon, 

94 Sworp anp Gown. By Geo. A. Lawrence. 

95 A Bec@ar on Horsesack. By James Payne. 

96 Her Face Was Her Fortune, By Robinson. 

97 Janz Eyre. By Charlotte Bronte. 

98 Wrecked In Port. By Edmund Yates. 

99 Tae CottzeEN Bawn. By Gerald Griffin. 


100 An Amprrious Girt. By A Celebrated Actress. 


102 Carrra. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

103 A Woman Hater. By Charles Reade. 

104 Arrer Dark. By Wilkie Collins. 

105 Harp Timms. By Charles Dickens. 

106 Grir. By B. L. Farjeon. 

107 Fenton’s Quest. By Miss Braddon. 

108 TorEex Fearuers. By W. Black. 

109 Joun Hauirax, GentLEMAN. Miss Mulock. 

110 Murpuy’s Master. By J Payn. 

111 Heaps or Monry. By W. E. Norris. 

112\In MorraL Perm. By Mary R. Crowell. 

113 Tue Deap SECRET. By Wilkie Collins. 

114 PLayine To Win. By G. M. Fenn. 

115 Denis Duvau. By W. M. Thackeray. 

116 Too Soon. By Katherine S. MacQuoid. 

117 Tax Two Destinies. By Wilkie Collins. 

118 Ar His Mercy. By Corinue Cushman. 

119 Ceci’s Tryst. By James Payn. 

120 CLoups AND SunsHine, and CBRIsTIE JOHN- 
STONE. By Charles Reade. 


121 Vateriz. By Captain Marryat. 
122 Bounp By A Spewu. By H. Rebak. 


128 Tae Gotpen Lion oF GRANPERE. By An- 
thony Trollope. 


124 Tue Curate in Caarce. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Ready December 8th, 


By Fredrika Bremer. 
Ready December 15th. 


126 Tue Pirenias or THE Ruine. _E. L. Bulwer. 
Ready December 22d. 


127 Founp Deap. By James Payn. 
Ready December 28th. 
By Anthony Trollope. 
. Ready January 5th. 


129 Tue Fuartives. By Mrs. Oliphant. 
Ready January 12th. 


130 Tae Best or Hussanps._ By James Payn. 
Ready January 19th. 
A new issue every week, 
For sale by all newsdealers, or sent, postage 
paid, on receipt of wwelve cents. BEADLE AND 
ADAMS, Publishers, 98 William street, N. ¥, 


101 Foun Pray. By Reade and Boucicault. 


125 Tae Mipnieat Sun. 


128 Harry HeaTHcore, 


Library. 


The Only Young Ladies’ Library of First-Class Copyright Novels Published. Price, Five Cents. 


Tre Maskep Brive. By Mary Reed Crowell. 

Was Ir Love? By Wm. Mason Turner. 

Tue Girt Wire. By Bartley T. Campbell. 

A Brave Heart. Arabella Southworth. 
ESSIE RAYNOR, THE 


B orRK Girt W., M. Turner. 
Tae Secrer Marriage. B 


Sara Claxton. 
ary Reed Crowell. 


10 A Parr or Gray yes. By Rose Kennedy. 
11 Enranciep. By Henrietta Thaker, 

12 His Lawrut Wirz. By Mrs. Ann §. Stephens. 
13 Mapcap, Tar Lirrie Quakergss. By Cushman. 
14 Way I Marriep Him. By Sara Claxton, 

15 A Far Face. By Bartley T. Campbell. 

16 Trusr Her Nor. By Margaret Leicester. 

17 ALoy\t Lover. By Arabella Southworth. 

18 His Ipot, By Mrs. Mary Reed Crowell. 

19 Toe Broken Berrorua.. By Mary G. Halpine. 
20 OrpHAN NELL, THE ORANGE Grru, Agile Penne. 
21 Now anp Forever. By Henrietta Thackeray. 


22 Tue Brive oF AN Actor, By Author “‘Clifton.”? | 


23 Leap Year. By Sara Claxton, 

24 Her Face Was Her Forrens. Eleanor Blaine. 
25 OnLy A ScHOOLMISTRESS. Arabella Southwortn. 
26 Wirsour a Heart. By Col, P. Ingraham. 
27 Was SHE A UETTE? By H. Thackeray. 

'y Mrs. Ann §, Stephens. 

29 For Her Dear Sake. Ey Sara Claxton. 

80 Tue Bovguer Girt. By Agile Penne. 

31 A Map Marriace, By Mary A. Dennison. 

82 MrrIANNA, THE Prima Donna. By Southworth, 
33 Tue Turee Sisters. By Alice Fleming. 

34 A Marriage or Convenrence. By 8, Claxton, 
35 Suynep Acarnst. By Clara Augusta. 

36 Sin Arcuer’s Brine. By Arabella Southworth. 
87 Tae Country Cousin. By Rose Kennedy. 

88 His Own AGain, By Arabella Southworth. 

89 Furrtation. By Ralph Royal. 

40 Puepcep ro Marry. By Sara Ciaxton, 

41 Birxp Devotion. By Alice Fleming. 

4% Beatrice, THE Beautirut, By A. Southworth. 
43 Tae Banoner’s Secrer. By Sara Claxton. 


| 70 Tae Two OrpHans. 


| 72 Tae Two Wipows. 


44 Tue Onty Daveuter. By Alice Fleming. 


| 45 Her Hippen For. By Arabella Southworth. 


46°'Tue Lirtie Heiress. By Mrs, M. A. Denison. 
47 Because Sam Loven Him. Se age Fleming. 
48 In Sprre oF Hersetr. By S, R. Sherwood. 

49 His Heart’s Mistress. By A. Southworth. 

50 THe CuBpan Heress. By A. Denison. 
51 Two Youne Girts. By Alice Fleming. 


52 Tue Winaep Mrssenaer. By Mrs. Crowell. 


53 AGnes Horz, Tan Actress. By W. M. Turner. 
54 One Woman's Heart. By George S, Kaime. 
55 £HE Dip Nor Love Him, By A. Southworth. 
56 Loye-Map. By William Mason ‘iurner, M. D. 
57 A Brave Grav, By Alice Fleming. 
58 Tux Epon Mask. By Mrs. Mar: d Crowell 
59 A Winow’s Wiies. By Rachel Bernhardt. 
60 Cecit’s Decrir. By Mrs. Jennie Dayis Burton. 
61 A Wickep Heart. By Sara Claxton. 
62 Toe Maniac Brive. es og re TBiount. 
63 Toe CreoLe Sisters. By Anna E. Porter. 
64 Wuart JeaLousy Dip. By Alice Fleming. 
65 Toe Wire's Secret. By Col, Juan Lewis. 
66 A Broraer's Six. By Rachel Bernhardt. 
67 Forpippen Bans, By Arabella Southworth. 
68 WEAVERS AND Wert. By Miss M. E. Biaddon. 
69 Camitur. By Alexander Dumas. 
By D’Ennery. 

71 My Youna Wire. By My Young Wife’s Husband 
By Annie Thomas. 
73 Ross Micnen, By Maude Hilton. 
74 Cec, CasrLemarer’s Gace, By Ouida. 
75 Tar Buack Lapy or Duna. By J. 8. Le Fanu. 
76 CHaARLoTTE TEMPLE. By Mrs. Rowson, 
77 Cunistian OakLey'’s Mistake, By the author 

of “John Halifax, Gentieman,” 
78 My Youre Huspanp. By Myself. 


179 A Quen Amonast Women. 


80 Her Lorp anp Master, By Florence Marryat. 

81 Lucy Tempre. 

82 A Lone Time Aco. By Meta Orred. 

83 Piayine For Hicu Staxes, By Annie Thomas. 

& Tux Lauren Buen. By the author of “Jobn 
Halifax, Gentleman.” 


' 85 Lep Astray. By Octave Feuillet. 

86 Janer’s Repentance. By George Eliot, 

87 RoMANcE OF A Poor YounG Man. By Feuillet. 

88 A TerrisLe Dexp. By Emma Garrison Jones. 

89 A Ginpep Sin. 

90 THe AuTHOoR’s Daventer. By Mary Howitt. 

91 Tue Jirt. By Charles Reade, 

92 Ev.nen ALANNA. By Dennis O'Sullivan. 

93 Love's Victory. By B. L. Farjeon. 

94 Tue Quiet Hear. By Mrs. Oliphant, 

95 Letrice ARNOLD. By Mrs. Marsh. 

96 Haunrep Hearts, By Raghel Bernhardt. 

97 Hven Merron. By Catharine King. 

98 Atice LearmMont. By Miss Mulock. 

99 Marzorre Bruce's Lover. By Mary Patrick. 

100 THRovGH Fire anp Water, By Fred. Talbot. 

101 Hannaw. By Miss Mulock. 

102 Pea Worrinctron. By Charles Reade. 

1083 A DesperATE Deep. By Erskine Boyd. 

104 SHADOWS ON THE SNow. By B. L. Farjeon, 

105 Tur Great Hocaarty DisMonxp. Thackeray. 

106 From Dreams To Waxinc. By E. L. Linton. 

107 Poor Zu. By F. W. Robinson. 3 

108. Tat Sap MisFortTUNES OF THE Rey. Amos BaR- 
ron. By George Elliot. Ready Dec. 6th, 

109 BrREAD-AND-CHEESE AND Kisses. By B. L. 
Farjeon. Ready Dec. 18th. 

| 110 Tae Wanpvrrine Herr. By Charles Reade. 

| Ready Dec, 20th. 

111 Tse Brorsen’s Ber, By Emilie F. Carlen, 

Ready Dee. 27th. 

112 A Hero, By Miss Mulock. Ready Jan. 3d. 

113 PavL AND Virerntsa. From the French of 
Bernardin de St. Pierre. Ready Jan. 10th. 

114 ‘Twas 1s Traratear’s Bay. By Walter 
Besant and James Rice. Ready Jan. 17th. 


A new issue every week. - 

Tur Wavertey Lisrary is for sale by all 
Newsdealers, five cents per copy, or sent by 
mail on receipt of six cents each, 

BEADLE AND ADAMS, Publishers, 
98 William street, New York, 


